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PREFACE 

On  taking  up  the  work  as  Chairman  of  the  Com- 
mittee, on  Religious  Schools  of  the  National  Council 
of  Jewish  Women,  the  compiler  found  that  there 
was  room  for  a  collection  of  the  sort  here  presented. 
The  object  is  to  provide  material  for  home  reading 
and  for  recitations  in  Jewish  Religious  Schools, 
Junior  Sections  of  the  Council  of  Jewish  Women, 
and  other  Jewish  organizations.  It  includes  a  num- 
ber of  short,  simple  verses  for  the  younger  children, 
and  also  some  material  familiar  to  the  past  genera- 
tion, which  will  well  bear  repetition. 

The  youthful  verses  of  Mrs.  Hemans,  Ruskin, 
and  the  Davidson  sisters  have  been  included,  not 
for  any  intrinsic  literary  value,  but  to  show  children 
the  trend  of  thought  of  others  of  their  age. 

Not  only  poems  on  Biblical  subjects  have  been 
included,  but  also  selections  that  inculcate  some 
moral  truth,  and  tend  to  rouse  healthful  thought  in 
the  child  mind.  When  more  than  one  selection  on 
the  same  subject  is  given,  it  is  to  provide  a  number 
from  which  to  choose,  to  allow  the  teacher  to  ar- 
range a  symposium  on  the  subject,  or  show  how 
different  authors  treat  the  same  theme.  It  is  for 
the  latter  reason  that  three  versions  of  Psalm 
cxlviii  are  given. 
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The  "  Memory  Gems  "  are  to  be  used  as  answers 
to  roll-call,  or  as  subjects  for  informal  talks  between 
teacher  and  pupils. 

The  selections  have  been  graded  A,  B,  C,  D, 
according  to  the  degree  of  difficulty. 

We  trust  that  the  children  into  whose  hands  this 
volume  falls  will  be  stimulated  to  a  further  study  of 
the  authors  here  represented,  and  that  the  vivid 
descriptions  of  Biblical  scenes  will  send  them  with 
renewed  ardor  to  that  well-spring  of  knowledge,  the 
Bible  itself. 

MARION    L.    MISCH 
Providence,  R.  L,  1910. 
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TALES  FROM  THE  BIBLE  AND 
THE  TALMUD 


Let  those  who  will  hang  rapturously  o'er 

The  flowing  eloquence  of  Plato's  page; 

Repeat,  with  flashing  eyes,  the  sounds  that  pour 

From  Homer's  verse  as  with  a  torrent's  rage ; 

Let  those  who  list  ask  Sully  to  assuage 

Wild  hearts  with  high-wrought  periods,  and  restore 

The  reign  of  rhetoric ;  or  maxims  sage 

Winnow  from  Seneca's  sententious  lore. 

Not  these,  but  Judah's  hallowed  bards,  to  me 

Are  dear:    Isaiah's  noble  energy; 

The  temperate  grief  of  Job ;  the  artless  strain 

Of  Ruth  and  pastoral  Amos ;  the  high  songs 

Of  David;  and  the  tale  of  Joseph's  wrongs, 

Simply  pathetic,  eloquently  plain. 

SIR  AUBREY  DE  VERB 


THE  MAKING  OF  MAN 

When  the  Lord  would  fashion  men, 
Spake  He  in  the  Angels'  hearing, 

"  Lo !  Our  will  is  there  shall  be 
On  the  earth  a  creature  bearing 

Rule  and  royalty.    To-day 

We  will  shape  a  man  from  clay." 

Spake  the  Angels,  "  Wilt  Thou  make 
Man,  who  must  forget  his  Maker, 

Working  evil,  shedding  blood, 
Of  Thy  precepts  the  forsaker? 

But  Thou  knowest  all,  and  we 

Celebrate  Thy  majesty." 

Answered  Allah,  "  Yea,  I  know 
What  ye  know  not  of  this  making ; 

Gabriel !  Michael !  Israfil ! 

Go  down  to  the  earth,  and,  taking 

Seven  clods  of  colors  seven, 

Bring  them  unto  Me  in  Heaven." 

Then  those  holy  Angels  three 

Spread  their  pinions  and  descended  ; 

Seeking  clods  of  diverse  clay, 
That  all  colors  might  be  blended ; 

Yellow,  tawny,  dun,  black,  brown, 

White  and  red,  as  men  are  known. 
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But  the  Earth  spake,  sore  afraid, 
"  Angels  !  of  my  substance  take  not ; 

Give  me  back  my  dust,  and  pray 
That  the  dread  Creator  make  not 

Man,  for  he  will  sin,  and  bring 

Wrath  on  me,  and  suffering." 

Therefore,  empty-handed  came 

Gabriel,  Michael,  Israfil, 
Saying,  "  Lord !  Thy  Earth  imploreth 

'Man  may  never  on  her  dwell ; 
He  will  sin  and  anger  Thee — 
Give  me  back  my  clay !  cried  she." 

Spake  the  Lord  to  Azrael, 

Go  thou,  who  of  wing  art  surest. 

Tell  my  Earth  this  shall  be  well ; 

Bring  those  clods  which  thou  procurest 

From  her  bosom,  unto  Me ; 

Shape  them  as  I  order  thee." 

Thus  'tis  written  how  the  Lord 

Fashioned  Adam  for  His  glory, 
Whom  the  Angels  worshipped, 

All  save  Iblis ;  and  this  story 
Teacheth  wherefore  Azrael  saith, 
"  Come  thou !  "  at  the  hour  of  death. 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 
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2, 

MERCY'S  REPLY 
AN  ARABIAN  ALLEGORY 

The  earth  was  made,  yet  still,  though  full  of  light 
And  life,  beneath  the  conquering  breath  of  God, 
That  rolled  away  the  anarch  of  old  Night, 
There  was  no  ruler  for  the  teeming  sod ; 
Then  to  the  glorious  ministers  that  stand — 
Justice,  Truth,  Mercy, — by  His  throne 
Eternally,  He  waved  His  awful  hand, 
And  spoke  as  God  can  speak  alone, 
"  Shall  We  make  man?"     Then  stern-eyed  Justice 

cried, 

"  Oh,  make  him  not,  for  he,  in  his  vain  pride, 
And  base  ingratitude  to  Thee,  the  great  First  Cause, 
Will  trample  evermore  upon  Thy  laws !  " 
Then  Truth,  "  Yes,  make  him  not !  his  impious  foot 
Thy  temple  pure  will  evermore  pollute !  " 
But  Mercy,  dropping  on  her  knees,  her  eyes 
Suffused  with  pity,  and  all  full  of  tears 
In  that  else  tearless  Paradise, 
Gazed  up  and  cried,  amid  her  sterner  peers, 
"  Make  him,  O  God !  I  will  watch  o'er  his  head 
In  all  the  troublous  paths  that  he  may  tread !  " 
Then  God  looked  down  upon  the  earth  again, 
And  as  man  started  up  from  Eden's  plain, 
He  said  (while  Mercy,  rising,  blessed  and  smiled), 
"  Now,  ruler  of  thy  planet,  go, 
And  with  thy  brother  gently  deal  below !  " 

ANONYMOUS 
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THE  FIRST  SUNSET  SEEN  BY  ADAM 

Thus  Adam  cried  when  first  he  saw 

The  setting  of  the  sun : 
"  Ah  me !  perhaps  'tis  through  my  sin, 

That  grievous  sin  I've  done 
The  world  grows  dark  and  now  returns 

To  its  chaotic  state ; 
This  is  the  death  decreed  by  Heaven 
'   To  be  my  bitter  fate !  " 
Throughout  that  night  he  sat  and  prayed, 

As  sat  and  prayed  his  bride ; 
All  night  he  fasted  and  he  wept, 

Eve  weeping  at  his  side. 
But  when  at  dawn  he  saw  again 

The  precious  light  of  day, 
With  grateful  heart  he  then  exclaimed, 

"  This  is  but  Nature's  way !  " 

THE  TALMUD 

Translation  by  Rabbi  Isidore  Myers 


4 
THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  DEAD  LAMBS 

Death,  though  already  in  the  world,  as  yet 
Had  only  tried  his  timorous  teeth  to  whet 
On  grass  and  leaves.    But  he  began  to  grow 
Greedier,  greater,  and  resolved  to  know 
The  taste  of  stronger  food  than  such  light  fare. 
To  feed  on  human  flesh  he  did  not  dare, 
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Till  many  a  meaner  meal  had  slowly  given 

The  young  destroyer  strength  to  vanquish  even 

His  restless  rival  in  destruction,  Man. 

Meanwhile,  on  lesser  victims  he  began 

To  test  his  power;  and,  in  a  cold  spring  night, 

Two  weanling  lambs  first  perished  from  his  bite. 

The  bleatings  of  their  dam  at  break  of  day 

Drew  to  the  spot  where  her  dead  lambkins  lay 

The  other  beasts.    They,  understanding  not, 

In  wistful  silence  round  that  fatal  spot 

Stood  eyeing  the  dead  lambs  with  looks  forlorn. 

Adam,  who  was  upon  the  march  that  morn, 

Missing  his  body-guard,  turned  back  to  see 

What  they  were  doing ;  and  there  also  he 

Saw  the  two  frozen  lambkins  lying  dead, 

But  understood  not.    At  the  last  he  said, 

"  Since  the  lambs  cannot  move,  methinks  'twere  best 

That  I  should  carry  them." 

So  on  his  breast 

He  laid  their  little  bodies,  and  again 
Set  forward,  followed  o'er  the  frosty  plain 
By  his  bewildered  flocks.    And,  in  dismay, 
They  held  their  peace.    That  was  a  silent  day. 
At  night  he  laid  the  dead  lambs  on  the  grass. 
That  night  still  colder  than  the  other  was, 
And  when  the  morning  broke,  there  were  two  more 
Dead  lambs  to  carry.    Adam  took  the  four, 
And  in  his  arms  he  bore  them,  no  great  way, 
Till  eventide.    That  was  a  sorrowful  day. 
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But,  ere  the  next,  two  other  lambkins  died, 
Frostbitten  in  the  dark.    Then  Adam  tried 
To  carry  them,  all  six.    But  the  poor  sheep 
Said,  "  Nay,  we  thank  thee,  Adam.    Let  them  sleep ! 
And,  if  they  wake,  they  could  not  walk,  for,  see, 
Their  little  legs  are  stiffen'd.    Let  them  be !  " 
So  Adam  left  the  lambs.    And  all  the  herd 
Follow'd  him  in  sorrowing,  and  not  a  word 
Was  spoken.    Never  until  then  had  they 
Their  own  forsaken.    That  was  the  worst  day. 

Eve  said  to  Adam,  as  they  went  along, 
"  Adam,  last  night  the  cold  was  bitter  strong. 
Warm  fleeces  to  keep  out  the  freezing  wind 
Have  those  six  lambkins  thou  hast  left  behind ; 
But  they  will  never  need  them  any  more. 
Go,  fetch  them  here,  and  I  will  make,  before 
This  day  be  done,  stout  garments  for  us  both, 
Lest  we,  too,  wake  no  more."    Said  Adam,  loth 
To  do  her  bidding,  "  Why  dost  thou  suppose 
Our  lambs  will  nevermore  have  need  of  those 
Warm  fleeces?    They  are  sleeping."    But  Eve  said, 
"  They  are  not  sleeping,  Adam.    They  are  dead." 
"Dead?     What  is  that?"     "I  know  not.     But  I 

know 

That  they  no  more  can  feel  the  north  wind  blow, 
Nor  the  sun  burn.    They  cannot  hear  the  bleat 
Of  their  own  mothers ;  cannot  suffer  heat, 
Or  cold,  or  thirst,  or  hunger,  weariness, 
Or  want,  again."    "  How  dost  thou  know  all  this  ?  " 
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Ask'd  Adam.    And  Eve  whispered  in  his  ear, 
"The  Serpent  told  me."    "  Is  the  Serpent  here? 
If  here  he  be,  why  hath  he,"  Adam  cried, 
"  No  good  gift  brought  me  ?  "    Adam's  wife  replied, 
"  The  best  of  gifts,  if  rightly  understood, 
He  brings  thee,  and  that  gift  is  counsel  good. 
The  Serpent  is  a  prudent  beast,  and  right ; 
For  we  were  miserably  cold  last  night, 
And  may  to-night  be  colder ;  and  hard  by 
Those  dead  lambs  in  their  woolly  fleeces  lie, 
Yet  need  them  not  as  we  do.    They  are  dead. 
Go  fetch  them  hither." 

Adam  shook  his  head, 
But  went. 

Next  morning  to  the  beasts'  surprise, 
Adam  and  Eve  appear'd  before  their  eyes 
In  woollen  fleeces  warmly  garmented. 
"  How  wonderful  is  Man,  who  can  make  wool 
As  good  as  sheep's  wool,  and  more  beautiful !  " 

Only  the  Fox,  who  snifFd  and  grinn'd,  had  guessed 
Man's  unacknowledged  theft ;  and  to  the  rest 
He  sneer'd,  "  How  wonderful  is  Woman's  whim ! 
See,  Adam's  wife  hath  made  a  sheep  of  him !  " 

ROBERT,  EARL  OF  LYTTON 
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5 
CAIN 

Then  with  his  children,  clothed  in  skins  of  brutes, 
Dishevelled,  livid,  rushing  through  the  storm, 
Cain  fled  before  Jehovah.    As  night  fell, 
The  dark  man  reached  a  mount  in  a  great  plain, 
And  his  tired  wife  and  sons,  out  of  breath, 
Said :    "  Let  us  lie  down  on  the  earth  and  sleep." 
Cain,  sleeping  not,  dreamed  at  the  mountain  foot. 
He  saw  an  Eye,  a  great  Eye,  in  the  night, 
Open,  and  staring  at  him  in  the  gloom. 
"  I  am  too  near,"  he  said,  and  tremblingly  woke  up 
His  sleeping  sons  again,  and  his  tired  wife, 
And  fled  through  space  and  darkness.    Thirty  days 
He  went,  and  thirty  nights,  nor  looked  behind ; 
Pale,  silent,  watchful,  shaking  at  each  sound ; 
No  rest,  no  sleep,  till  he  attained  the  strand 
Where  the  sea  washes  that  which  since  was  Asshur. 
"  Here  pause,"  he  said,  "  for  this  place  is  secure ; 
Here  we  may  rest,  for  this  is  the  world's  end." 

And  he  sat  down ;  when,  lo !  in  the  sad  sky, 
The  selfsame  Eye  on  the  horizon's  verge, 
And  the  wretch  shook  as  in  an  ague  fit. 
"  Hide  me !  "  he  cried,  and  all  his  watchful  sons, 
Their  fingers  on  their  lip,  stared  at  their  sire. 

Cain  said  to  Jabal  (father  of  them  that  dwell 
In  tents)  :    "  Spread  here  the  curtains  of  thy  tent ;  " 
And  they  spread  wide  the  floating  canvas  roof, 
And  made  it  fast,  and  fixed  it  down  with  lead. 
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"  You  see  naught  now,"  said  Zillah  then,  fair  child, 
The  daughter  of  his  eldest,  sweet  as  day. 
But  Cain  replied,  "  That  Eye,  I  see  it  still." 
And  Jubal  cried  (the  father  of  all  those 
That  handle  harp  and  organ)  :    "  I  will  build 
A  sanctuary ; "  and  he  made  a  wall  of  bronze, 
And  set  his  sire  behind  it.     But  Cain  moaned, 
"  That  Eye  is  glaring  at  me  ever/' 

Henoch  cried : 

"  Then  must  we  make  a  circle  vast  of  towers, 
So  terrible  that  nothing  dare  draw  near ; 
Build  we  a  city  with  a  citadel ; 
Build  we  a  city  high,  and  close  it  fast." 
Then  Tubal-Cain  (instructor  of  all  them 
That  work  in  brass  and  iron)  built  a  tower, 
Enormous,  superhuman.    While  he  wrought, 
His  fiery  brothers  from  the  plain  around 
Hunted  the  sons  of  Enoch  and  of  Seth ; 
They  plucked  the  eyes  out  of  whoever  passed, 
And  hurled  their  arrows  even  to  the  stars. 
They  set  strong  granite  for  the  canvas  wall, 
And  every  block  was  clamped  with  iron  chains. 
The  walls  were  thick  as  mountains.    On  the  door 
They  graved:     "Let  not  God  enter  here."     This 

done, 

And  having  finished  to  cement  and  build, 
In  a  stone  tower  they  set  him  in  the  midst. 
"  Is  the  Eye  gone  ?  "  quoth  Zillah,  tremblingly. 
But  Cain  replied,  "  Nay,  it  is  even  there." 
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Then  added,  "  I  will  live  beneath  the  earth, 

As  a  lone  man  within  his  sepulchre. 

I  will  see  nothing ;  will  be  seen  of  none." 

They    digged    a   trench,    and    Cain    said :      "  Tis 

enough," 

And  he  went  down  alone  into  the  vault; 
But  when  he  sat,  so  ghost-like,  in  his  chair, 
And  they  had  closed  the  dungeon  o'er  his  head, 
The  Eye  was  in  the  tomb,  and  fixed  on  Cain. 

VICTOR  HUGO 
Translation  from  the  Dublin  University  Magazine 


METHUSELAH 

In  the  Talmud  are  found  innumerable  quaint  and 
interesting  legends,  most  of  which  point  some  moral. 
Amongst  the  many  concerning  Methuselah  is  the 
following : 

One  day,  Methuselah,  who  had  already  passed 
his  four  hundred  and  sixtieth  year,  sat  under  the 
shade  of  his  vine  and  fig-tree.  A  long  day  well- 
spent  in  useful  labor  had  left  him  pleasantly  weary, 
and  he  rested  in  the  cool  of  the  evening.  Over  the 
distant  hills  the  fast-sinking  sun  cast  a  rosy  glow, 
birds  sleepily  chirped  as  they  sought  their  nests, 
and  the  lowing  of  cattle  emphasized  the  peaceful- 
ness  of  the  scene.  But  in  all  this  calm  the  heart  of 
Methuselah  was  not  satisfied.  Although  blest  with 
length  of  years  beyond  the  ordinary  mortal  lot,  he 
feared  Death — he  longed  for  eternal  life. 
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Suddenly  all  sounds  ceased,  and,  raising  his  eyes 
to  discover  the  cause  of  the  sudden  stillness,  Methu- 
selah saw  a  radiant  Presence,  which  he  instinctively 
felt  was  a  messenger  of  the  Lord. 

"  What  willst  Thou  with  me  ?  "  he  cried. 

"  The  Lord  hath  commanded  that  thou  shalt 
build  a  house  for  thee  and  thine,"  replied  the  Angel. 
"  Let  it  be  strong  to  withstand  the  tooth  of  time,  and 
firm  to  resist  the  elements,  and  beautiful  to  be  a 
joy  to  future  generations." 

"A  house!  I  to  build  a  house!  Will  not  the 
Lord  first  grant  me  to  know  how  much  longer  I 
shall  live?" 

"  Still  five  hundred  years  shalt  thou  dwell  in  peace 
and  happiness  with  thy  kindred." 

"  But  five  hundred  years  !  And  Death  then  claims 
me !  Of  what  avail,  pray,  to  build  a  house  for  others 
to  enjoy  when  I  shall  have  so  little  use  of  it?  " 

The  Angel  spake  no  word,  but  disappeared  as 
silently  as  he  had  appeared.  Long  into  the  night 
Methuselah  sat  and  pondered,  and  ever  he  repeated, 
"  Only  five  hundred  years  more !  What  can  a  man 
do  in  such  a  short  time?  'Tis  but  a  breathing 
space." 

The  Angel  never  again  appeared.  The  five  hun- 
dred years  passed,  Methuselah  was  gathered  to  his 
fathers,  and  still  the  house  remained  unbuilt.  In- 
stead of  leaving  behind  him  a  token  of  his  thought 
for  others,  he  left  only  the  memory  of  a  long  life 
lived  selfishly. 
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Tis  but  a  legend,  but  the  moral  is  there  like  the 
meat  in  a  nut.  Well  have  the  poets  praised  aged 
men  who  plant  orchards,  the  fruit  of  which  they 
can  never  hope  to  eat,  but  which  their  children  will 
enjoy.  Were  we  never  to  do  any  work  but  such  of 
which  we  alone  might  reap  the  benefit,  the  world 
would,  indeed,  be  a  dreary  place.  We  dare  not  live 
for  ourselves  alone.  Only  he  who  forgets  himself 
and  works  for  the  good  of  others  is  truly  happy. 

ANONYMOUS 


THE  SONG  OF  LAMECH 

Hearken  to  me,  ye  mothers  of  my  tent! 
Ye  wives  of  Lamech,  hearken  to  my  speech! 
Adah,  let  Jubal  hither  lead  his  goats ; 
And  Tubal-cain,  O  Zillah,  hush  his  forge; 
Naamah  her  wheel  shall  ply  beside,  and  thou, 
My  Jubal,  touch,  before  I  speak,  the  string ; 
Yea,  Jubal,  touch,  before  I  speak,  the  string; 
Hear  ye  my  voice,  beloved  of  my  tent ; 
Dear  ones  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech. 

For  Eve  made  answer,  "  Cain,  my  son,  my  own, 
Oh,  if  I  cursed  thee,  O  my  child,  I  sinned, 
And  He  that  heard  me,  heard  and  said  me  nay ; 
My  first,  my  only  one,  thou  shalt  not  go !  " 
And  Adam  answered  also,  "  Cain,  my  son, 
He  that  is  gone  forgiveth — we  forgive: 
Rob  not  thy  mother  of  two  sons  at  once ; 
My  child,  abide  with  us  and  comfort  us." 
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Hear  ye  my  voice,  Adah  and  Zillah,  hear ; 
Ye  wives  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech. 
For  Cain  replied  not.    But  an  hour  more  sat 
Where  the  night  through  he  sat;  his  knit  brows 

seen, 

Scarce  seen  amid  the  foldings  of  his  limbs. 
But  when  the  sun  was  bright  upon  the  field, 
To  Adam  still  and  Eve  still  waiting  by, 
And,  weeping,  lifted  up  his  voice  and  spake. 

Cain  said,  "  The  sun  is  risen  upon  the  earth ; 

The  day  demands  my  going,  and  I  go. 

As  you  from  Paradise,  so  I  from  you ; 

As  you  to  exile,  into  exile  I ; 

My  father  and  my  mother,  I  depart. 

As  betwixt  you  and  Paradise  of  old, 

So  betwixt  me,  my  parents,  now,  and  you, 

Cherubim  I  discern,  and  in  their  hand 

A  flaming  sword  that  turneth  every  way 

To  keep  the  way  of  my  one  tree  of  life. 

Yet  not,  O  Adam,  and  O  Eve,  fear  not ; 

For  He  that  asked  me, '  Where  is  Abel  ?  '  He 

Who  called  me  cursed  from  the  earth,  and  said, 

'  A  fugitive  and  vagabond  thou  art/ 

He  also  said,  when  fear  had  slain  my  soul, 

'  There  shall  not  touch  thee  man  nor  beast.     Fear 

not/ 

Lo,  I  have  spoke  with  God,  and  He  hath  said, 
'  Fear  not ' — so  let  me  go  as  He  hath  said." 
Cain  also  said  (O  Jubal,  touch  thy  string), 
"  Moreover,  in  the  darkness  of  my  mind, 
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When  the  night's  night  of  misery  was  most  black, 
A  little  star  came  twinkling  up  within, 
And  in  myself  I  had  a  guide  that  led, 
And  in  myself  had  knowledge  of  a  soul. 
Fear  not,  O  Adam  and  O  Eve ;  I  go." 

Children  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech. 

For  when  the  years  were  multiplied,  and  Cain, 

Eastward  of  Eden,  in  this  land  of  Nod, 

Had  sons,  and  sons  of  sons,  and  sons  of  them, 

Enoch  and  Murad  and  Mehujael 

(My  father  and  my  children's  grandsire,  he), 

It  came  to  pass  that  Cain,  who  dwelt  alone, 

Met  Adam,  at  the  nightfall,  in  the  field ; 

Who  fell  upon  his  neck  and  wept,  and  said, 

"  My  son,  has  not  God  spoken  to  thee,  Cain  ?  " 

And  Cain  replied,  when  weeping  loosed  his  voice, 

"  My  dreams  are  double,  O  my  father — good 

And  evil.    Terror  to  my  soul  by  night, 

And  agony  by  day,  when  Abel  stands 

A  dead,  black  shade,  and  speaks  not,  neither  looks, 

Nor  makes  me  any  answer  when  I  cry ; 

Curse  me,  but  let  me  know  thou  art  alive. 

But  comfort  also,  like  a  whisper  comes, 

In  visions  of  a  deeper  sleep,  when  he, 

Abel,  as  him  we  knew,  yours  once,  and  mine, 

Comes  with  a  free  forgiveness  in  his  face, 

Seeming  to  speak,  solicitous  for  words, 

And  wearing,  ere  he  go,  the  old  first  look 

Of  unsuspecting,  unforeboding  love. 

Three  nights  ago  I  saw  him  thus,  my  sire." 
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Dear  ones  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech : 
For  Adam  said,  "  Three  nights  ago  to  me 
Came  Abel  in  my  sleep,  as  thou  hast  said, 
And  spake,  and  bade,  '  Arise,  my  father,  go 
Where  in  .the  land  of  exile  dwells  thy  son ; 
Say  to  my  brother,  Abel  bids  thee  come ; 
Abel  would  have  thee ;  and  lay  thou  thy  hand, 
My  father,  on  his  head,  that  he  may  come; 
Am  I  not  weary,  father,  for  this  hour?  ' ' 
Hear  ye  my  voice,  Adah  and  Zillah,  hear ; 
Children  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech ; 
And,  son  of  Zillah,  sound  the  solemn  string. 

For  Adam  laid  upon  the  head  of  Cain 

His  hand,  and  Cain  bowed  down,  and  slept  and  died. 

And  a  deep  sleep  on  Adam  also  fell, 

And  in  his  slumber's  deepest,  he  beheld, 

Standing  before  the  gate  of  Paradise, 

With  Abel,  hand  in  hand,  our  father,  Cain. 

Hear  ye  my  voice,  Adah  and  Zillah,  hear ; 

Ye  wives  of  Lamech,  listen  to  my  speech. 

Though  to  his  wounding  he  did  slay  a  man, 
Yea,  and  a  young  man  to  his  hurt  he  slew, 
Fear  not,  ye  wives,  nor  sons  of  Lamech,  fear; 
If  unto  Cain  was  safety  given,  and  rest, 
Shall  Lamech  surely,  and  his  people,  die? 

ARTHUR  HUGH  CLOUGK 
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8 
THE  DELUGE 

The  judgment  was  at  hand.    Before  the  sun 
Gathered   tempestuous    clouds,    which,   blackening, 

spread 

Until  their  blended  masses  overwhelmed 
The  hemisphere  of  day :  and,  adding  gloom 
To  night' s  dark  empire,  swift  from  zone  to  zone 
Swept  the  vast  shadow,  swallowing  up  all  light, 
And  covering  the  encircling  firmament 
As  with  a  mighty  pall !    Low  in  the  dust 
Bowed  the  affrighted  nations,  worshipping. 
Anon  the  overcharged  garners  of  the  storm 
Burst  with  their  growing  burden ;  fierce  and  fast 
Shot  down  the  ponderous  rain,  a  sheeted  flood 
That  slanted  not  before  the  baffled  winds, 
But,  with  an  arrowy  and  unwavering  rush. 
Dashed  hissing  earthward.     Soon  the  rivers  rose, 
And,  rearing,  fled  their  channels ;  and  calm  lakes 
Awoke  exulting  from  their  lethargy, 
And  poured  destruction  on  their  peaceful  shores. 

The  lightning  flickered  in  the  deluged  air, 
And  feebly  through  the  shout  of  gathering  waves 
Muttered  the  stifled  thunder.     Day  nor  night 
Ceased  the  descending  streams ;  and  if  the  gloom 
A  little  brightened,  when  .the  lurid  morn 
Rose  on  the  starless  midnight,  'twas  to  show 
The  lifting  up  of  waters.    Bird  and  beast 
Forsook  the  flooded  plains,  and  wearily 
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The  shivering  crowds  of  human  beings,  doomed, 
Toiled  up  before  the  insatiate  element. 

Oceans  were  blent,  and  the  leviathan 
Was  borne  aloft  on  the  ascending  seas 
To  where  the  eagle  nestled.    Mountains  now 
Were   the    sole   landmarks,   and   their   sides    were 

clothed 

With  clustering  myriads,  from  the  weltering  waste 
Whose  surges  clasped  them,  to  their  topmost  peaks, 
Swathed  in  the  stooping  clouds.    The  hand  of  death 
Smote  millions  as  they  climbed ;  yet  denser  grew 
The  crowded  nations,  as  th'encroaching  waves 
Narrowed  their  little  world. 

And  in  that  hour 

Did  no  man  aid  his  fellow.    Love  of  life 
Was  the  sole  instinct,  and  the  strong-limbed  son, 
With  imprecations,  smote  the  palsied  sire 
That  clung  to  him  for  succor.     Woman  trod 
With  wavering  steps  the  precipice's  brow, 
And  found  no  arm  to  grasp  on  the  dread  verge 
O'er  which  she  leaned  and  trembled.    Selfishness 
Sat  like  an  incubus  on  every  heart, 
Smothering  the  voice  of  love.     The  giant's  foot 
Was  on  the  stripling's  neck ;  and  oft  despair 
Grappled  the  ready  steel,  and  kindred  blood 
Polluted  the  last  remnant  of  that  earth 
Which  God  was  deluging  to  purify. 
Huge  monsters  from  the  plains,  whose  skeletons 
The  mildew  of  succeeding  centuries 
Has  failed  to  crumble,  with  unwieldy  strength 
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Crushed   through   the   solid   crowds ;   and   fiercest 

birds, 

Beat  downward  by  the  ever-rushing  rain, 
With  blinded  eyes,  drenched  plumes,  and  trailing 

wings, 
Staggered  unconscious  o'er  the  trampled  prey. 

The  mountains  were  submerged ;  the  barrier 

chains 

That  mapped  out  nations  sank ;  until  at  length 
One  Titan  peak  alone  overtopped  the  waves, 
Beaconing  a  sunken  world.    And  of  the  tribes 
That  blackened  every  alp,  one  man  survived ; 
And  he  stood,  shuddering,  helpless,  shelterless, 
Upon  that  fragment  of  the  universe. 
The  surges  of  the  universal  sea 
Broke  on  his  naked  feet.    On  his  grey  head, 
Which  fear,  not  time,  had  silvered,  the  black  cloud 
Poured  its  unpitying  torrents ;  while  around, 
In  the  green  twilight  dimly  visible, 
Rolled  the  dim  legions  of  the  ghastly  drowned, 
And  seemed  to  beckon  with  their  tossing  arms 
Their  brother  to  his  doom. 

He  smote  his  brow, 

And,  maddened,  would  have  leapt  to  their  embrace ; 
When  lo !  before  him,  riding  on  the  deep, 
Loomed  a  vast  fabric,  and  familiar  sounds 
Proclaimed  that  it  was  peopled.    Hope  once  more 
Cheered  the  wan  outcast,  and  imploringly 
He  stretched  his  arms  forth  towards  the  floating 

walls, 
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And  cried  aloud  for  mercy.    But  his  prayer 
Man  might  not  answer,  whom  his  God  condemned. 
The  ark  swept  onward,  and  the  billows  rose 
And  buried  their  last  victim ! 

Then  the  gloom 
Broke    from    the    face    of    heaven,    and    sunlight 

streamed 

Upon  the  shoreless  sea,  and  on  the  roof 
That  rose  for  shelter  o'er  the  living  germ 
Whose  increase  should  repopulate  a  world. 

ANONYMOUS 

9 
NIMRUD  AND  THE  GNAT 

Heard  ye  of  Nimrud?    Cities  fell  before  him; 

Shinar,  from  Accad  to  the  Indian  Sea, 
His  garden  was ;  as  god  men  did  adore  him ; 

Queens  were  his  slaves,  and  kings  his  vassalry. 

Eminent  on  his  car  of  carven  brass, 

Through  foeman's  blood  nave-deep  he  drave  his 

wheel ; 
And  not  a  lion  in  the  river-grass 

Could  keep  its  shaggy  fell  from  Nimrud's  steel. 

But  he  scorned  Allah — schemed  a  tower  to  invade 

Him; 
Dreamed  to  scale  Heaven,  and  measure  might 

with  God ; 
Heaped  high  the  foolish  clay  wherefrom  We  made 

him, 
And  built  thereon  his  sevenfold  house  of  the  clod. 
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Therefore,  the  least  Our  messengers  among, 
We  sent ; — a  grey  gnat  dancing  in  the  reeds ; 

Into  his  ear  she  crept,  buzzing, — and  stung. 
So  perished  mighty  Nimrud  and  his  deeds. 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 
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ABRAHAM  AND  HIS  GODS 

Beneath  the  full-eyed  Syrian  moon, 
The  Patriarch,  lost  in  reverence,  raised 

His  consecrated  head,  and  soon 
He  knelt,  and  worshipped  while  he  gazed : 

"  Surely  that  glorious  orb  on  high 

Must  be  the  Lord  of  earth  and  sky !  " 

Slowly  towards  its  central  throne 
The  glory  rose,  yet  paused  not  there, 

But  seemed  by  influence  not  its  own 

Drawn  downwards  through  the  western  air, 

Until  it  wholly  sank  away, 

And  the  soft  stars  had  all  the  sway. 

Then  to  .that  hierarchy  of  light, 

With  face  upturned  the  sage  remained, — 
"  At  least  ye  stand  forever  bright, — 

Your  power  has  never  waxed  or  waned !  " 
E'en  while  he  spoke,  their  work  was  done, 
Drowned  in  the  overflowing  sun. 
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Eastward  he  bent  his  eager  eyes — 

"  Creatures  of  Night !  false  gods  and  frail ! 

Take  not  the  worship  of  the  wise ; 
There  is  the  Deity  we  hail ; 

Fountain  of  light  and  warmth  and  love ; 

He  only  bears  our  hearts  above." 

Yet  was  that  One — that  radiant  One, 

Who  seemed  so  absolute  a  King, 
Only  ordained  his  round  to  run, 

And  pass  like  each  created  thing; 
He  rested  not  in  noon-day  prime, 
But  fell  beneath  the  strength  of  time. 

Then  like  one  laboring  without  hope 

To  bring  his  toil  to  fruitful  end, 
And  powerless  to  discern  the  scope 

Whereto  his  aspirations  tend, 
Still  Abraham  prayed  by  night  and  day, 

"  God !  teach  me  to  what  God  to  pray !  " 

Nor  long  in  vain ;  an  inward  Light 

Arose,  to  which  the  Sun  is  pale; 
The  knowledge  of  the  Infinite, 

The  sense  of  Truth  that  must  prevail ; — 
The  presence  of  the  only  Lord, 
By  angels  and  by  men  adored. 

LORD  HOUGHTON   (RICHARD  MONCKTON  MILNES) 
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II 

HYMN 
Genesis  xii.  2-3 

Where'er  the  Patriarch  pitched  his  tent, 

He  built  an  altar  to  his  God, 
And  sanctified,  where'er  he  went, 

With  faith  and  prayer,  the  ground  he  trod. 

Through  all  the  East,  for  riches  famed, — 
Heaven's  gifts, — he  set  his  heart  on  none; 

Nor,  when  the  dearest  was  reclaimed, 
Withheld  his  son,  his  only  son. 

Wherefore,  in  blessing,  he  was  blest ; 

Friendless,  the  friend  of  God  became ; 
Long-wandering,  everywhere  found  rest ; 

Long-childless,  nations  bear  his  name. 


My  God,  what  Thou  hast  made  my  home, 

Let  me  Thy  sanctuary  make; 
My  God,  if  called  by  Thee  to  roam, 

Glad  may  I  all  for  Thee  forsake. 

Thy  law,  Thy  love  be  my  delight; 

Whatever  I  do,  or  think,  or  am ; 
Walking  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight, 

Be  a  true  child  of  Abraham. 

JAMES   MONTGOMERY 
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THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SODOM  AND 
GOMORRAH 

Genesis  xix.  24 

O  dread  was  the  night  when  o'er  Sodom's  wide  plain 

The  fire  of  heaven  descended  ; 

For  all  that  then  bloomed,  shall  ne'er  bloom  there 
again, 

For  man  hath  his  Maker  offended. 

The  midnight  of  terror  and  woe  hath  passed  by, 
The  death-spirit's  pinions  are  furled ; 

But  the  sun,  as  it  beams  clear  and  brilliant  on  high, 
Turns  from  Sodom's  dark,  desolate  world. 

Here  lies  but  that  glassy,  that  death-stricken  lake, 
As  in  mock'ry  of  what  had  been  there ; 

The  wild  bird  flies  far  from  the  dark  nestling  brake 
Which  waves  its  scorched  arms  in  the  air. 

In  that  city  the  wine-cup  was  brilliantly  flowing, 

Joy  held  her  high  festival  there ; 
Not  a  fond  bosom  dreaming  (in  luxury  glowing), 

Of  the  close  of  that  night  of  despair. 

For  the  bride  her  handmaiden  the   garland   was 

wreathing ; 

At  the  altar  the  bridegroom  was  waiting ; 
But  vengeance  impatiently  round  them  was  breath- 
ing, 
And  Death  at  that  shrine  was  their  greeting. 
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But  the  wine-cup  is  empty,  and  broken  it  lies ; 

The  lip  which  it  foamed  for  is  cold : 
For  the  red  wing  of  Death  o'er  Gomorrah  now  flies, 

And  Sodom  is  wrapped  in  its  fold. 

The  bride  now  is  wedded — the  bridegroom  is  Death, 
With  his  cold,  damp,  and  grave-like  hand ; 

Her  pillow  is  ashes,  the  slime-weed  her  wreath, 
And  Heaven's  flames  her  nuptial  band. 

And  near  to  that  cold,  that  desolate  sea, 
Whose  fruits  now  to  ashes  are  turned, 

Not  a  fresh-blooming  flower,  not  one  budding  tree 
Now  grows  where  those  cities  were  burned. 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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HAGAR  IN  THE  WILDERNESS 

Genesis  xxi.  14-19 

The  morning  broke.   Night  stole  upon  the  clouds 
With  a  strange  beauty.    Earth  received  again 
Its  garment  of  a  thousand  dyes ;  and  leaves, 
And  delicate  blossoms,  and  the  painted  flowers, 
And  everything  that  bendeth  to  the  dew 
And  stirreth  with  the  daylight,  lifted  up 
Its  beauty  to  the  breath  of  that  sweet  morn. 

All   things  are  dark  to  sorrow ;  and  the  light 
And  loveliness  and  fragrant  air  were  sad 
To  the  dejected  Hagar.    The  moist  earth 
Was  pouring  odors  from  its  spicy  pores, 
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And  the  young  birds  were  singing  as  if  life 
Were  a  new  thing  to  them ;  but  music  came 
Upon  her  ear  like  discord,  and  she  felt 
That  pang  of  the  unreasonable  heart, 
That,  bleeding  amid  things  it  loved  so  well, 
Would  have  some  sign  of  sadness  as  they  pass. 
She  stood  at  Abraham's  tent.    Her  lips  were  pressed 
Till  the  blood  started ;  and  the  wandering  veins 
Of  her  transparent  forehead  were  swelled  out 
As  if  her  pride  would  burst  them.    Her  dark  eye 
Was  clear  and  tearless,  and  the  light  of  heaven, 
Which  made  its  language  legible,  shot  back 
From  her  long  lashes  as  it  had  been  flame. 

Her  noble  boy  stood  by  her,  with  his  hand 
Clasped  in  her  own,  and  his  round,  delicate  feet, 
Scarce  trained  to  balance  on  the  tented  floor, 
Sandalled  for  journeying.    He  had  looked  up 
Into  his  mother's  face,  until  he  caught 
The  spirit  there,  and  his  young  heart  was  swelling 
Beneath  his  dimpled  bosom,  and  his  form 
Straightened  up  proudly  in  his  tiny  wrath, 
As  if  his  light  proportions  would  have  swelled, 
Had  they  but  matched  his  spirit,  to  the  man. 

Why  bends  the  Patriarch  as  he  cometh  now 
Upon  his  staff  so  wearily?    His  beard 
Is  low  upon  his  breast,  and  his  high  brow, 
So  written  with  the  converse  of  his  God, 
Beareth  the  swollen  vein  of  agony. 
His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  wonted  step 
Of  vigor  is  not  there ;  and,  though  the  morn 
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Is  passing  fair  and  beautiful,  he  breathes 
Its  freshness  as  it  were  a  pestilence. 
He  gave  to  her  the  water  and  the  bread, 
But  spoke  no  word,  and  trusted  not  himself 
To  look  upon  her  face,  but  laid  his  hand 
In  silent  blessing  on  the  fair-haired  boy, 
And  left  her  to  her  lot  of  loneliness. 


She  went  her  way  with  a  strong  step  and  slow, 
Her  pressed  lip  arched,  and  her  clear  eye  undimmed, 
As  if  it  were  a  diamond,  and  her  form 
Borne  proudly  up  as  if  her  heart  breathed  through. 
Her  child  kept  on  in  silence,  though  she  pressed 
His  hand  till  it  was  pained ;  for  he  had  read 
The  dark  look  of  his  mother,  and  the  seed 
Of  a  stern  nation  had  been  breathed  upon. 
The  morning  passed,  and  Asia's  sun  rode  up 
In  the  clear  heaven,  and  every  beam  was  heat. 
The  cattle  of  the  hills  were  in  the  shade, 
And  the  bright  plumage  of  the  Orient  lay 
On  beating  bosoms  in  her  spicy  trees. 
It  was  an  hour  of  rest !  but  Hagar  found 
No  shelter  in  the  wilderness,  and  on 
She  kept  her  weary  way,  until  the  boy 
Hung  down  his  head,  and  opened  his  parched  lips 
For  water ;  but  she  could  not  give  it  him. 
She  laid  him  down  beneath  the  sultry  sky, — 
For  it  was  better  than  the  close,  hot  breath 
Of  the  thick  pines, — and  tried  to  comfort  him ; 
But  he  was  sore  athirst,  and  his  blue  eyes 
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Were  dim  and  bloodshot,  and  he  could  not  know 
Why  God  denied  him  water  in  the  wild. 
She  sat  a  little  longer,  and  he  grew 
Ghastly  and  faint,  as  if  he  would  have  died. 
It  was  too  much  for  her.    She  lifted  him, 
And  bore  him  further  on,  and  laid  his  head 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  a  desert  shrub ; 
And,  shrouding  up  her  face,  she  went  away 
And  sat  to  watch,  where  he  could  see  her  not, 
Till    he     should     die;    and    watching    him,     she 
mourned : — 

"  God  stay  thee  in  thine  agony,  my  boy ! 
I  cannot  see  thee  die ;  I  cannot  brook 

Upon  thy  brow  to  look, 
And  see  death  settle  on  my  cradle  joy. 
How  have  I  drunk  the  light  of  thy  blue  eye ! 

And  could  I  see  thee  die? 

"  I  did  not  dream  of  this  when  thou  wast  straying, 
Like  an  unbound  gazelle  amongst  the  flowers ; 

Or  wiling  the  soft  hours 
By  the  rich  gush  of  water-sources  playing, 
Then  sinking  weary  to  thy  smiling  sleep, 

So  beautiful  and  deep. 

"  Oh,  no !  and  when  I  watched  by  thee  the  while, 
And  saw  thy  bright  lip  curling  in  thy  dream, 

And  thought  of  the  dark  stream 
In  my  own  land  of  Egypt,  the  far  Nile, — 
How  prayed  I  that  my  father's  land  might  be 

An  heritage  for  thee ! 
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"  And  now  the  grave  for  its  cold  breast  hath  won 

thee ! 
And  thy  white,  delicate  limbs  the  earth  will  press ; 

And,  oh,  my  last  caress 

Must  feel  thee  cold ;  for  a  chill  hand  is  on  thee. 
How  can  I  leave  my  boy  so  pillowed  there 

Upon  his  clustering  hair?  " 


She  stood  beside  the  well  her  God  had  given 
To  gush  in  that  deep  wilderness,  and  bathed 
The  forehead  of  her  child  until  he  laughed 
In  his  reviving  happiness,  and  lisped 
His  infant  thought  of  gladness  at  the  sight 
Of  the  cool  plashing  of  his  mother's  hand. 

NATHANIEL  P.  WILLIS 
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THE  SACRIFICE  OF  ABRAHAM 

Genesis  xxii 

Morn  breaketh  in  the  East.    The  purple  clouds 
Are  putting  on  their  gold  and  violet, 
To  look  the  meeter  for  the  sun's  bright  coming. 
Sleep  is  upon  the  waters  and  the  wind ; 
And  nature,  from  the  wavy  forest-leaf 
To  her  majestic  master,  sleeps.    As  yet 
There  is  no  mist  upon  the  deep,  blue  sky, 
And  the  clear  dew  is  on  the  blushing  bosoms 
Of  crimson  roses  in  a  holy  rest. 
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How  hallowed  is  the  hour  of  morning!  meet — 

Ay,  beautifully  meet — for  the  pure  prayer. 

The  Patriarch  standeth  at  his  tented  door, 

With  his  white  locks  uncovered.     'Tis  his  wont 

To  gaze  upon  that  gorgeous  Orient ; 

And  at  that  hour  the  awful  majesty 

Of  man  who  talketh  often  with  his  God 

Is  wont  to  come  again,  and  clothe  his  brow 

As  at  his  fourscore  strength.    But  now  he  seemeth 

To  be  forgetful  of  his  vigorous  frame, 

And  boweth  to  his  staff  as  at  the  hour 

Of  noontide  sultriness.    And  that  bright  sun — 

He  looketh  at  its  pencill'd  messengers, 

Coming  in  golden  raiment,  as  if  all 

Were  but  a  graven  scroll  of  fearfulness. 

Ah,  he  is  waiting  till  it  herald  in 

The  hour  to  sacrifice  his  much-loved  son! 

Light  poureth  on  the  world.    And  Sarah  stands 

Watching  the  steps  of  Abraham  and  her  child 

Along  the  dewy  sides  of  the  fair  hills, 

And  praying  that  her  sunny  boy  faint  not. 

Would  she  have  watched  their  path  so  silently, 

If  she  had  known  that  he  was  going  up, 

E'en  in  his  fair-haired  beauty,  to  be  slain 

As  a  white  lamb  for  sacrifice  ?    They  trod 

Together  onward,  Patriarch  and  child — 

The  bright  sun  throwing  back  the  old  man's  shade 

In  straight  and  fair  proportions,  as  of  one 

Whose  years  were  freshly  numbered.    He  stood  up, 
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Tall  in  his  vigorous  strength ;  and,  like  a  tree 

Rooted  in  Lebanon,  his  frame  bent  not. 

His  thin  white  hairs  had  yielded  to  the  wind, 

And  left  his  brow  uncover'd ;  and  his  face, 

Impressed  with  the  stern  majesty  of  grief 

Nerved  to  a  solemn  duty,  now  stood  forth 

Like  a  rent  rock,  submissive,  yet  sublime. 

But  the  young  boy — he  of  the  laughing  eye 

And  ruby  lip — the  pride  of  life  was  on  him. 

He  seemed  to  drink  the  morning.    Sun  and  dew, 

And  the  aroma  of  the  spicy  trees, 

And  all  that  giveth  the  delicious  East 

Its  fitness  for  an  Eden,  stole  like  light 

Into  his  spirit,  ravishing  his  thoughts 

With  love  and  beauty.    Everything  he  met, 

Buoyant  or  beautiful,  the  lightest  wing 

Of  bird  or  insect,  or  the  palest  dye 

Of  the  fresh  flowers,  won  him  from  his  path ; 

And  joyously  broke  forth  his  tiny  shout, 

As  he  flung  back  his  silken  hair,  and  sprung 

Away  to  some  green  spot  or  clustering  vine, 

To  pluck  his  infant  trophies.    Every  tree 

And  fragrant  shrub  was  a  new  hiding-place ; 

And  he  would  crouch  till  the  old  man  came  by, 

Then  bound  before  him  with  his  childish  laugh, 

Stealing  a  look  behind  him  playfully, 

To  see  if  he  had  made  his  father  smile. 

The  sun  rode  on  in  heaven.    The  dew  stole  up 

From  the  fresh  daughters  of  the  ear.th,  and  heat 

Came  like  a  sleep  upon  the  delicate  leaves, 

And  bent  them  with  the  blossoms  to  their  dreams. 
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Still  trod  the  Patriarch  on,  with  that  same  step, 

Firm  and  unfaltering ;  turning  not  aside 

To  seek  the  olive  shades,  or  lave  their  lips 

In  the  sweet  waters  of  the  Syrian  wells, 

Whose  gush  hath  so  much  music.    Weariness 

Stole  on  the  gentle  boy,  and  he  forgot 

To  toss  his  sunny  hair  from  off  his  brow, 

And  spring  for  the  fresh  flowers  and  bright  wings 

As  in  the  early  morning ;  but  he  kept 

Close  by  his  father's  side,  and  bent  his  head 

Upon  his  bosom  like  a  drooping  bud, 

Lifting  it  not,  save  now  and  then  to  steal 

A  look  up  to  the  face  whose  sternness  awed 

His  childishness  to  silence. 

It  was  noon — 

And  Abraham  on  Moriah  bowed  himself, 
And  buried  up  his  face  and  prayed  for  strength. 
He  could  not  look  upon  his  son  and  pray ; 
But,  with  his  hand  upon  the  clustering  curls 
Of  the  fair,  kneeling  boy,  he  prayed  that  God 
Would  nerve  him  for  that  hour.     Oh!  man  was 

made 

For  the  stern  conflict.    In  a  mother's  love 
There  is  more  tenderness ;  the  thousand  chords, 
Woven  with  every  fibre  of  her  heart, 
Complain,  like  delicate  harp-strings,  at  a  breath ; 
But  love  in  man  is  one  deep  principle, 
Which,  like  a  root  grown  in  a  rifted  rock, 
Abides  the  tempest.    He  rose  up,  and  laid 
The  wood  upon  the  altar.    All  was  done. 
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He  stood  a  moment — and  a  deep,  quick  flush 
Passed  o'er  his  countenance ;  and  then  he  nerved 
His  spirit  with  a  bitter  strength,  and  spoke — 
"  Isaac,  my  only  son !  "-  —The  boy  look'd  up, 
And  Abraham  turned  his  face  away  and  wept. 
"Where  is  the  lamb,  my  father?" — Oh,  the  tones, 
The  sweet,  the  thrilling  music  of  a  child ! — 
How  it  doth  agonize  at  such  an  hour ! — 
It  was  the  last,  deep  struggle.    Abraham  held 
His  Ipved,  his  beautiful,  his  only  son, 
And  lifted  up  his  arm,  and  called  on  God — 
And  lo!  God's  angel  stayed  him — and  he  fell 
Upon  his  face  and  wept. 

NATHANIEL  P.   WILLIS 
15 

ABRAHAM'S  OFFENCE 

Once,  it  is  written,  Abraham,  "  God's  Friend," 

Angered  his  Lord ;  for  there  had  ridden  in 

Across  the  burning  yellow  desert-flats 

An  aged  man,  haggard  with  two  days'  drouth. 

The  water-skin  swung  from  his  saddle-fork 

Wrinkled  and  dry ;  the  dust  clove  to  his  lids, 

And  clogged  his  beard;  his  parched  tongue  and 

black  lips 

Moved  to  say,  "  Give  me  drink,"  yet  uttered  naught ; 
And  that  gaunt  camel  which  he  rode  upon, 
Sank  to  the  earth  at  entering  of  the  camp, 
Too  spent  except  to  lay  its  neck  along 
The  sand,  and  moan. 
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To  whom  when  they  had  given 
The  cool  wet  jar,  asweat  with  diamond  drops 
Of  sparkling  life,  that  way-worn  Arab  laved 
The  muzzle  of  his  beast,  and  filled  her  mouth ; 
Then  westward  turned  with  bloodshot,  worshipping 

eyes, 

Pouring  forth  water  to  the  setting  orb; 
Next  would  have  drunk,  but  Abraham  saw,  and 

said, 

"  Let  not  this  unbeliever  drink,  who  pours 
God's  gift  of  water  forth  unto  the  sun, 
Which  is  but  creature  of  the  living  Lord." 

But  while  the  man  still  clutched  the  precious  jar, 
Striving  to  quaff,  a  form  of  grace  drew  nigh, 
Beauteous,  majestic.     If  he  came  afoot, 
None  knew,  or  if  he  glided  from  the  sky. 
With  gentle  air  he  filled  a  gourd  and  gave 
The  man  to  drink,  and  Abraham — in  wrath 
That  one  should  disobey  him  in  his  tents — 
Made  to  forbid ;  when  full  upon  him  smote 
Eyes  of  divine  light,  eyes  of  high  rebuke — 
For  this  was  Michael,  Allah's  messenger — 
"  Lo !  God  reproveth  thee,  thou  Friend  of  God ! 
Forbiddest  thou  gift  of  the  common  stream 
To  this  idolater,  spent  with  the  heat, 
Who,  in  his  utmost  need,  watered  his  beast, 
And  bowed  the  knee  in  reverence  ere  he  drank  ? 
Allah  hath  borne  with  him  these  three-score  years, — 
Bestowed  upon  him  corn  and  wine,  and  made 
His  household  fruitful,  and  his  herds  increase; 
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And  findest  thou  not  patience  to  pity  him 
Whom  God  hath  pitied,  waiting  for  the  end, 
Since  none  save  He  wotteth  what  end  will  come, 
Or  who  shall  find  the  light  ?    Thou  art  rebuked ! 
Seek  pardon,  for  thou  hast  much  need  to  seek." 

Thereat  the  Angel  vanished  as  he  came ; 
But  Abraham,  with  humble  countenance, 
Kissed  reverently  the  heathen's  hand,  and  spake — 
Leading  him  to  the  chief  seat  in  the  tent — 
"  God  pardon  me  as  He  doth  pardon  thee !  " 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 
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THE  TENT  OF  ABRAHAM 

The  shadows  of  an  Eastern  day 
Lengthened  along  the  sandy  way, 

When,  toiling  faint  and  lone, 
An  aged  wanderer  crossed  the  plain, 
As  if  his  every  step  were  pain, 

His  every  breath  a  groan ! 
Till  Abraham's  tent  appeared  in  view, 
And  slowly  towards  his  rest  he  drew. 

And  Abraham  met  his  wayworn  look 
With  pity,  for  the  old  man  shook 

WTith  years  at  every  tread ; 
For  he  the  wrinkled  impress  bore 
Of  full  one  hundred  years  or  more 

Upon  his  silvery  head ; 
Then  Abraham  washed  his  aching  feet, 
Assuaged  their  pain,  and  brought  him  meat. 
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You  should  have  known  the  burning  glare 
Of  soil,  and  sun,  and  sultry  air, 

To  tell  how  sweet  the  draught 
That  blessed  those  lips  so  parched  and  old ; 
Oh!  water, — not  a  world  of  gold. 

Could  buy  the  joy  he  quaffed ! 
You  should  have  toiled  the  burning  waste, 
To  know  how  sweetly  food  can  taste ! 

But  Abraham  saw  with  deep  amaze 

The  old  man's  strange  and  godless  ways ; 

For  ere  he  bent  to  eat, 
Nor  praise  nor  thanks  he  uttered  there, 
Nor  raised  his  grateful  eyes  in  prayer 

To  God,  who  sent  him  meat; 
Sudden  he  sat,  in  eager  mood, 
And  called  no  blessing  on  the  food ! 

"  Ownest  thou  not  the  God  of  Heaven, 
That  unto  thee  these  things  hath  given  ?  " 

Said  Abraham  in  his  ire ; 
He  answered,  "  Five-score  years  I've  trod, 
Yet  worshipped  but  one  only  God, — 

The  eternal  God  of  Fire !  " 
And  Abraham,  wroth,  his  anger  spent, 
And  thrust  him,  storming,  from  his  tent. 

An  Eastern  night  is  dread  to  bear — 
There's  fever  in  the  sickly  air, 

And  evils  few  can  speak 
Save  those  whose  wandering  lives  have  known 
The  perils  'mid  the  desert  thrown, 

Or  heard  the  tempest's  shriek. 
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Yet,  pitiless,  from  out  his  sight, 
Stern  Abraham  cast  him  to  the  night. 

Then  there  was  sudden  awe  on  Night, — 
The  pale  West  quivered  with  wild  light  5 — 

The  stars  apart  were  thrown ; 
And  all  the  air  around  the  sky 
Seemed  like  a  glory  hung  on  high, — 

A  gleam  of  worlds  unknown  ; 
And  from  that  glory  high  installed, 
A  voice— God's  voice — to  Abraham  called : 

"  Why  went  the  stranger  from  thy  boand  ?  " 
And  Abraham  answered,  "  Know,  O  Lord, 

That  he  denied  Thy  name; 
Neither  would  worship  Thee,  nor  bless ; 
So  forth,  unto  the  wilderness, 

I  drove  him,  in  his  shame !  " 
And  God  said,  "  If  I  still  allow 
Peace  to  his  errors,  couldst  not  thou  ? 

"  If  I,  these  hundred  years,  have  borne 
The  wanderer's  sin,  neglect,  and  scorn, 

Yet  ne'er  did  vengeance  seek, 
How  is't  that  thou,  for  one  poor  night, 
Couldst  bear  him  not  within  thy  sight? 

Look  up  to  me,  and  speak !  " 
Then  towards  the  Voice,  with  trembling  steps  he 

trod, 
And  Abraham  stood  rebuked  before  his  God. 

CHARLES  SWAIN 
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THE  STORY  OF  REBEKAH 

Genesis  xxiv 

The  hand  of  time  was  heavy  on  the  brow 
Of  Abraham,  for  he  had  walked  with  God 
Full  many  years,  and  been  in  all  things  bless'd; 
Still  was  he  not  prepared  to  lay  the  frail 
Rest  of  his  life  down  at  the  feet  of  Him 
He  worshipped,  and  with  his  belov'd  Sarah 
Repose  his  ashes  in  the  tomb  at  Hebron ; 
For  yet  his  son,  the  child  of  his  old  age, 
The  given  and  restored  of  God, 
Was  wifeless  and  alone. 

Then  called  he  to  his  side  the  tried  servant 

Of  his  house  and  said,  "  Put  thou  thy  hand 

Beneath  my  thigh,  and  I  will  make  thee  swear 

Thou  wilt  not  take  a  wife  unto  my  son 

Among  the  daughters  of  the  Canaanites  ; 

But  from  that  country  that  was  once — is  still — 

Mine  own,  and  from  among  my  kindred,  where 

In  my  father's  house  my  happy  youth  was  passed; 

There  shalt  thou  take  a  wife  unto  my  son. 

Go!  the  Angel  of  the  Lord  will  go  before 

And  prosper  thee." 

'Twas  eve  in  Syria,  and  the  city's  wall 
Was  bathed  in  floods  of  radiant  glory; 
'Midst  the  sweet  sounds  of  the  declining  day 
Was  girlish  laughter,  and  the  shepherds'  call 
To  the  returning  flocks ;  and  ancient  story 
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Tells  'twas  the  hour  when  maidens  wend  their  way 
Unto  the  neighboring  wells — the  city's  daughters — 
And  in  short  respite  from  the  sun-scorched  day 
Pass  merrily  an  idle  hour  away, 
And  fill  their  pitchers  from  the  deep  cool  waters. 

Without  the  city  gates,  their  shaggy  knees 

In  grateful  contact  with  the  cooling  sand, 

Were  grouped  at  sunset  kneeling  camels  ten. 

Their  long-enduring  thirst  yet  unappeased, 

They  -patiently  await  the  slow  command 

To  free  their  burdens  and  unloose  their  trammels ; 

While,  heeding  not  their  needs,  their  leader  stood, — 

The  faithful  servitor  of  Abraham, — 

And  thus  with  fervor  prayed  the  reverent  man 

To  Abraham's  God  the  promise  to  make  good : 

"  Behold  me  at  the  well ;  turn  not  away 

Thy  face,  for  Thou  hast  led  me  to  this  brink. 

Now  be  Thou  still  my  guide ;  may  it  please  Thee 

That  to  the  damsel  unto  whom  I  say, 

'  Pray  set  thy  pitcher  down  that  I  may  drink/ 

And  who  shall  answer,  '  Drink,  and  it  shall  be 

My  task  to  feed  thy  camels,  too/  may  she 

The  woman  be,  appointed  to  Thy  servant. 

Grant  this  response  to  my  petition  fervent, 

So  shall  the  maid  be  Isaac's  destiny." 

And  ere  the  words  were  spoken  in  his  heart, 

Behold !  a  damsel  from  the  gate  came  out : 

Rebekah,  Bethuel's  virgin  daughter, 

And  she  was  very  fair.    He  stood  apart 

Until  she  filled  her  pitcher ;  then,  in  doubt, 

He  said,  "  Let  me,  I  pray  thee,  'drink  a  little  water." 
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The  maiden  lowered  the  pitcher  to  her  hand 
And  hasted,  saying,  "  Drink,  my  lord ;  I  will 
Draw  more,  until  thy  camels  have  their  fill :  " 
Then  filled  the  trough,  refreshing  all  his  band. 
And  the  man,  wondering  at  her,  held  his  peace 
Until  the  caravan  was  given  water, 
Then  said,  "  I  pray  thee,  tell,  who  is  thy  sire  ?  " 
For  yet  he  knew  not  if  his  search  should  cease ; 
And  she  said,  answering  him,  "  I  am  the  daughter 
Of  Bethuel,  son  to  Nahor."     Nigher 
To  her  he  drew,  and  bending  to  the  sod, 
The  fair  descendant  hailed  of  Abraham's  line 
As  Isaac's  wife.    He  saw  the  hand  divine, 
And  bowing  down  his  head,  he  worshipped  God. 

And  her  people  blessed  Rebekah,  saying, 
"  Thou  art  our  sister.     Be  .thou  the  mother 
Of  many  millions  !  "    And  she  arose,  she 
And  her  damsels,  and  rode  upon  the  camels. 
And  she  went  forth  from  among  her  kindred 
And  from  her  country,  pre-ordained  of  God 
To  become  the  mother  of  nations. 

THOMAS  M.  ARMSTRONG 
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JACOB'S  PILLOW 

In  the  sea  of  Rabbinical  lore, 
Is  a  mystical  legend  of  yore, 

Of  Jacob,  who  wandered  afar. 
In  anguish  of  spirit,  sore-pressed, 
He  lay  on  the  desert  to  rest, 

'Neath  the  light  of  a  tremulous  star. 

Arid  the  moss-covered  stones  that  he  saw 
Grew  still  in  their  wonder  and  awe, 

That  the  father  of  Israel's  race 
Should  seek  in  the  gloom  of  the  plain 
Surcease  of  his  anguish  and  pain, 

To  lay  himself  down  in  that  place. 

Then  they  clamored  in  audible  tones, 
In  the  mystical  language  of  stones, 

Each  claiming  pre-eminent  right 
To  be  chosen  as  Israel's  bed, 
To  pillow  the  wanderer's  head 

As  he  lay  in  the  desert  that  night. 

Each  stone  to  the  other  laid  claim 
To  the  honor  and  marvellous  fame, 

As,  contending,  they  scattered  his  way; 
But  the  presence  of  Jacob  was  there, 
Like  the  sanctified  incense  of  prayer, 

And  in  rapturous  silence  they  lay. 

But  a  marvellous  destiny — true 
To  the  grandeur  of  Israel's  few 


JACOB'S  PILLOW  61 

Who  invoked  the  religion  of  man — 
Rewarded  the  rivalling  stones, 
In  harmony  blending  their  tones 

Like  the  hue  of  a  rainbow's  span. 

For  they  merged  and  they  mingled  in  one 
In  the  droop  of  the  glowing  sun, 

And  from  all  but  a  single  stone 
Was  molded  for  Israel's  bed, 
To  pillow  the  wanderer's  head, 

As  he  lay  with  his  God  alone. 

And  when  morn  shot  her  glorious  beams, 
As  seraphic  as  Israel's  dreams, 

The  pillow  of  mystical  story 
He  knew  in  the  depth  of  night 
Had  invoked  the  angels  of  light 

To  compass  the  heavens  in  glory. 

An  altar  to  Heaven  he  raised, 

And  .the  God  of  his  father  he  praised, 

As  he  set  up  the  pillow  of  fame. 
And  the  legend  still  further  has  said 
That  thus  was  the  corner-stone  laid 

Of  the  Temple  to  Israel's  name. 

Like  the  stones  so  scattered  and  riven, 
Was  thus  a  heritage  given 

To  a  race  bearing  proudly  their  pain  ; 
But  the  fragments  in  one  shall  combine 
To  build  up  the  faith  of  all  time 

And  the  Temple  of  God  to  regain. 

JACOB  G.  ASCHER 
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19 

JOSEPH  AND  HIS  BRETHREN 

JOSEPH  :    Still  I  am  patient,  tho'  you're  merciless. 

Yet  to  speak  out  my  mind,  I  do  avouch 

There  is  no  city  feast,  nor  city  show, 

Th'encampment  of  the  king  and  soldiery, 

Rejoicings,  revelries,  and  victories, 

Can  equal  the  remembrance  of  my  home 

In  visible  imagination. 

Even  as  he  was,  I  see  my  father  now, 

His  grave  and  graceful  head's  benignity, 

Musing  beyond  the  confines  of  this  world, — 

His  world  within  with  all  its  mysteries. 

What  pompous  majesty  was  in  his  mien ! 

Lo !  in  the  morning,  when  we  issued  forth, 

The  patriarch  surrounded  by  his  sons, 

Girt  round  with  looks  of  sweet  obedience, 

Each  struggling  who  should  honor  him  the  most; 

While,  from  the  wrinkles  deep  of  many  years, 

Enfurrowed  smiles,  like  violets  in  snow, 

Touch'd  us  with  heat  and  melancholy  cold, 

Mingling  our  joy  with  sorrow  for  his  age. 

There  were  my  brothers,  habited  in  skins ; 

Ten  goodly  men,  myself,  and  a  sweet  youth, 

Too  young  to  mix  in  anything  but  joy ; 

And  in  his  hands  each  led  a  milk-white  steer, 

Hung  o'er  with  roses,  garlanded  with  flowers, 

Laden  with  fragrant  panniers  of  green  boughs 

Of  bays  and  myrtle  interleav'd  with  herbs, 

Wrherein  was  stored  our  country  wine  and  fruit, 
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And  bread  with  honey  sweetened,  and  dried  figs, 

And  pressed  curds,  and  choicest  rarities, 

Stores  of  the  cheerless  season  of  the  year ; 

While  at  our  sides  the  women  of  our  tribe, 

With  pitchers  on  their  heads,  filled  to  the  brim 

With  wine  and  honey,  and  with  smoking  milk, 

Made  proud  the  black-eyed  heifers  with  the  swell 

Of  the  sweet  anthem  surfg  in  plenty's  praise. 

Thus  would  we  journey  to  the  wilderness, 

And  fixing  on  some  peak  that  did  overlook 

The  spacious  plains  that  lay  displayed  beneath, 

Where  we  would  see  our  cattle,  like  to  specks, 

In  the  warm  meads,  browsing  the  juicy  grass, 

There  pitch  our  tent,  and  feast  and  revel  out, — 

The  minutes  flying  faster  than  our  feet 

That  vaulted  nimbly  to  the  pipe  and  voice, 

Making  fatigue  more  sweet  by  appetite. 

There  stood  the  graceful  Reuben  by  my  sire, 

Piping  a  ditty,  ardent  as  the  sun, 

And,  like  him,  stealing  renovation 

Into  the  darkest  corner  of  the  soul, 

And  filling  it  with  light.    There,  women  group'd, 

My  sisters  and  their  maids,  with  ears  subdued, 

With  bosoms  panting  from  the  eager  dance, 

Against  each  other  lean'd ;  as  I  have  seen 

A  graceful  tuft  of  lilies  of  the  vale 

Oppressed  with  rain,  upon  each  other  bend, 

While  freshness  has  stole  o'er  them.    Some  way  off 

My  brothers  pitched  the  bar,  or  ploughed  for  fame, 

Each  two  with  their  two  heifers  harness'd  fast 
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Unto  the  shaft,  and  labored  till  the  sweat 

Had  crept  about  them  like  a  sudden  thaw. 

Anon  they  tied  an  eagle  to  a  tree, 

And  strove  at  archery ;  or  with  a  bear 

Struggled  for  strength  of  limb.     These  were  no 

slaves, 

No  villain's  sons,  to  rifle  passengers. 
The  sports  being  done,  the  winners  claim'd  the  spoil  ; 
Or  hide,  or  feather,  or  renowned  bow, 
Or  spotted  cow,  or  fleet  and  pamper' d  horse. 
And  then  my  father  bless'd  us,  and  we  sang 
Our  sweet  way  home  again.     Oft  I  have  ach'd 
In  memory  of  those  so  precious  hours, 
And  wept  upon  these  keys  that  were  my  pride, 
And  soak'd  my  pillow  through  the  heavy  night. 
Alas !    God  willing,  I'll  be  patient  yet. 

THE  TRIUMPH  OF  JOSEPH 

In  .the  royal  path 

Came  maidens  robed  in  white,  enchained  in  flowers, 
Sweeping  the  ground  with  incense-scented  palms ; 
Then  came  the  sweetest  voices  of  the  land, 
And  cried,     "  Bow  ye  the  knee !  " — and  then  aloud 
Clarions  and  trumpets  broke  forth  in  the  air : 
After  a  multitude  of  men-at-arms, 
Of  priests,  of  officers,  of  horsed  chiefs, 
Came  .the  benignant  Pharaoh,  whose  great  pride 
Was  buried  in  his  smile.    I  did  but  glimpse 
His  car,  for  'twas  of  burnished  gold.    No  eye 
Save  that  of  eagles  could  confront  the  blaze 
That  seemed  to  burn  the  air,  unless  it  fell 
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Either  on  sapphire  or  carbuncle  huge 

That  riveted  the  weight.    The  car  was  drawn 

By  twelve  jet  horses,  being  four  abreast, 

And  pied  in  their  own  foam.    Within  the  car 

Sat  Pharoah,  whose  bare  head  was  girt  around 

By  a  crown  of  iron ;  and  his  sable  hair, 

All  strakey  as  a  mane,  fell  where  it  would, 

And  somewhat  hid  his  glossy,  sun-brent  neck 

And  carcanet  of  precious  sardonyx. 

His  Jewell 'd  armlets,  weighty  as  a  sword, 

Clasped  his  brown,  naked  arms ;  a  crimson  robe, 

Deep-edged  with  silver  and  with  golden  thread, 

Upon  a  bear-skin  kirtle  deeply  blushed, 

Whose   broad    resplendent   braids    and    shield-like 

clasps 

Were  bossed  by  diamonds  large,  by  rubies  fired, 
Like  beauty's  eye  in  rage,  or  roses  white 
Lit  by  the  glowing  red.    Beside  him  lay 
A  bunch  of  poppied  corn ;  and  at  his  feet 
A  tamed  lion  as  his  footstool  crouched. 
Cased  o'er  in  burnished  plates,  I,  horsed,  did  bear 
A  snow-white  eagle  on  a  silver  shaft, 
From     whence     great     Pharaoh's     royal     banner 

streamed, 

An  emblem  of  his  might  and  dignity ; 
And  as  the  minstrelsy  burst  clanging  forth 
With  shouts  that  broke  like  thunder  from  the  host, 
The  royal  bird  with  kindred  pride  of  power 
Flew  up  the  measure  of  his  silken  cord, 
And  arch'd  his  cloud-like  wings  as  he  would  mount, 
And  babble  of  this  glory  to  the  sun, 
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Then  followed  Joseph  in  a  silver  car, 

Drawn  by  eight  horses,  white  as  evening  clouds ; 

His  feet  were  resting  upon  Pharaoh's  sword ; 

And  on  his  head  a  crown  of  drooping  corn 

Mock'd  that  of  Ceres  in  high  holiday. 

His  robes  were  simple,  but  were  full  of  grace, 

And  (out  of  love  and  truth  I  speak  him  thus) 

I  never  did  behold  a  man  less  proud, 

More  dignified  or  grateful  to  admire. 

His  hgnors  nothing  teas'd  him  from  himself ; 

And  he  but  filled  his  fortunes  like  a  man 

Who  did  intend  to  honor  them  as  much 

As  they  could  honor  him. 

CHARLES  J.  WELLS 

20 
JACOB 

My  sons,  and  ye,  the  children  of  my  sons, 
Jacob  your  father  goes  upon  his  way ; 
His  pilgrimage  is  being  accomplished. 
Come  near  and  hear  him  ere  his  words  are  o'er. 

Not  as  my  father's  or  his  father's  days, 
As  Isaac's  days  or  Abraham's  have  been  mine ; 
Not  as  the  days  of  those  that  in  the  field 
Walked  at  the  eventide  to  meditate, 
And  haply,  to  the  tent  returning,  found 
Angels  at  nightfall  waiting  at  their  door. 
They  communed ;  Israel  wrestled  with  the  Lord. 
No,  not  as  Abraham's  or  as  Isaac's  days, 
My  sons,  have  been  Jacob  your  father's  days ; 


JACOB  67 

Evil  and  few,  attaining  not  to  theirs 

In  number,  and  in  worth  inferior  much. 

As  a  man  with  his  friend,  walked  they  with  God ; 

In  His  abiding  presence  they  abode, 

And  all  their  acts  were  open  to  His  face. 

But  I  have  had  to  force  mine  eyes  away, 

To  lose,  almost  to  shun  the  thoughts  I  loved ; 

To  bend  down  to  the  work ;  to  bare  the  breast, 

And  struggle,  feet  and  hands,  with  enemies ; 

To  buffet  and  to  battle  with  hard  men, 

With  men  of  selfishness  and  violence; 

To  watch  by  day,  and  calculate  by  night ; 

To  plot,  and  think  of  plots,  and  through  a  land 

Ambushed  with  guile,  and  with  strong  foes  beset, 

To  win  with  art  safe  wisdom's  peaceful  way. 

Alas !  I  know  and  from  the  onset  knew, 

The  first-born  faith,  the  singleness  of  soul, 

The  ancient  pure  simplicity  with  which 

God  and  good  angels  communed  undispleased, 

Is  not ;  it  shall  not  any  more  be  said, 

That  of  a  blameless  and  a  holy  kind, 

The  chosen  race,  the  seed  of  promise  comes. 

The  royal  high  prerogatives,  the  dower 

Of  innocence  and  perfectness  of  life, 

Pass  not  unto  my  children  from  their  sire, 

As  unto  me  they  came  of  mine ;  they  fit 

Neither  to  Jacob  nor  to  Jacob's  race. 

Think  ye,  my  sons,  in  this  extreme  old  age 

And  in  this  failing  breath,  that  I  forget 

How  on  the  day  when  from  my  father's  door, 

In  bitterness  and  ruefulness  of  heart, 
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I  from  my  parents  set  my  face,  and  felt 

I  never  more  again  should  look  on  theirs ; 

How  on  that  day  I  seemed  unto  myself 

Another  Adam  from  his  home  cast  out, 

And  driven  abroad  unto  a  barren  land 

Cursed  for  his  sake,  and  mocking  still  with  thorns 

And  briers  that  labor  and  that  sweat  of  brow 

He  still  must  spend  to  live!     Sick  of  my  days, 

I  wished  not  life,  but  cried  out,  Let  me  die ; 

But  at  Luz  God  came  to  me ;  in  my  heart 

He  put  a  better  mind  and  showed  me  how, 

While  we  discern  it  not,  and  least  believe, 

On  stairs  invisible,  betwixt  His  heaven 

And  our  unholy,  sinful,  toilsome  earth, 

Celestial  messengers  of  loftiest  good 

Upward  and  downward  pass  continually. 

Many,  since  I  upon  the  field  of  Luz 

Set  up  the  stone  I  slept  on,  unto  God, — 

Many  have  been  the  troubles  of  my  life ; 

Sins  in  the  field,  and  sorrows  in  the  tent ; 

In  mine  own  household  anguish  and  despair, 

And  gall  and  wormwood  mingled  with  my  love. 

The  time  would  fail  me  should  I  seek  to  tell 

Of  a  child  wronged  and  cruelly  revenged 

(Accursed  was  that  anger,  it  was  fierce; 

That  wrath,  for  it  was  cruel)  ;  or  of  strife 

And  jealousy  and  cowardice,  with  lies 

Mocking  a  father's  misery ;  deeds  of  blood, 

Pollutions,  sicknesses  and  sudden  deaths. 

These  many  things  against  me  many  times, 

The  ploughers  have  ploughed  deep  upon  my  back 
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And  made  deep  furrows ;  blessed  be  His  name 
Who  hath  delivered  Jacob  out  of  all, 
And  left  within  his  spirit  hope  of  good. 

Come  near  to  me,  my  sons  ;  your  father  goes ; 
The  hour  of  his  departure  draweth  nigh. 
Ah  me !  this  eager  rivalry  of  life, 
This  cruel  conflict  for  pre-eminence, 
This  keen  supplanting  of  the  dearest  kin, 
Quick  seizure  and  fast  unrelaxing  hold 
Of  vantage-place ;  the  stony  hard  resolve, 
The  case,  the  competition  and  the  craft 
Which  seems  to  be  the  poison  of  our  life, 
And  yet  is  the  condition  of  our  life ! 
To  have  done  things  on  which  the  eye  with  shame 
Looks  back,  the  closed  hand  clutching  still  the  prize ! 
Alas  !  what  of  all  these  things  shall  I  say ! 
Take  me  away  unto  Thy  sleep,  O  God ! 
I  thank  Thee  it  is  over,  yet  I  think 
It  was  a  work  appointed  me  of  Thee. 
How  is  it?    I  have  striven  all  my  days 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  house  and  hearth, 
And  to  the  purpose  of  my  father's  race, 
Yet  is  my  heart  therewith  not  satisfied. 

ARTHUR  HUGH   CLOUGH 


7O       SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

21 
MOSES  ON  THE  NILE 

"  Sisters !  the  wave  is  freshest  in  the  ray 

Of  the  young  morning ;  the  reapers  are  asleep  ; 

The  river-bank  is  lonely ;  come  away ! 
The  early  murmurs  of  old  Memphis  creep 

Faint  on  my  ear;  and  here  unseen  we  stray 
(Deep  in  the  covert  of  the  grove  withdrawn), 
Save  by  the  dewy  eye-glance  of  the  dawn. 

"  Within  my  father's  palace,  fair  to  see, 

Shine  all  the  Arts,  but  oh !  this  river-side, 
Pranked  with  gay  flowers,  is  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  gold  and  porphyry  vases  bright  and  wide; 
How  glad  in  heaven  the  song-bird  carols  free ! 

Sweeter  these  zephyrs  float  than  all  the  showers 

Of  costly  odors  in  our  royal  bowers. 

"  The  sky  is  pure,  the  sparkling  stream  is  clear : 
Unloose  your  zones,  my  maidens,  and  fling  down 

To  float  awhile  upon  these  bushes  near 

Your  blue  transparent  robes :  take  off  my  crown, 

And  take  away  my  jealous  veil ;  for  here 
To-day  we  shall  be  joyous  while  we  lave 
Our  limbs  amid  the  murmur  of  the  wave. 

"  Hasten ;  but  through  the  fleecy  mists  of  morn, 
What  do  I  see?    Look  ye  along  the  stream! 

Nay,  timid  maidens,  we  must  not  return ! 
Coursing  along  the  current,  it  would  seem 

An  ancient  palm-tree  to  the  deep  sea  borne, 
That  from  the  distant  wilderness  proceeds, 
Downwards,  to  view  our  wondrous  Pyramids. 
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"  But  stay !  if  I  may  surely  trust  mine  eye, 
It  is  the  bark  of  Hermes,  or  the  shell 

Of  Iris,  wafted  gently  to  the  sighs 

Of  the  light  breeze  along  the  rippling  swell ; 

But  no :  it  is  a  skiff  where  sweetly  lies 

An  infant  slumbering,  and  his  peaceful  rest 
Looks  as  if  pillowed  on  his  mother's  breast. 

"  He  sleeps — oh,  see !  his  little  floating  bed 
Swims  on  the  mighty  river's  fickle  flow, 

A  white  dove's  nest ;  and  there  at  hazard  led 
By  the  faint  winds,  and  wandering  to  and  fro, 

The  cot  comes  down ;  beneath  his  quiet  head 

The  gulfs  are  moving,  and  each  threatening  wave 
Appears  to  rock  the  child  upon  a  grave. 

"He   wakes — ah,    maids    of    Memphis,   haste,    oh, 
haste ! 

He  cries !  alas  ! — what  mother  could  confide 
Her  offspring  to  the  wild  and  watery  waste  ? 

He  stretches  out  his  arms, — the  rippling  tide 
Murmurs  around  him  where  all  rudely  placed 

He  rests  with  but  a  few  frail  reeds  beneath, 

Between  such  helpless  innocence  and  death. 

"  Oh !  take  him  up !     Perchance  he  is  of  those 
Dark  sons  of  Israel  whom  my  sire  proscribes ; 

Ah !  cruel  was  the  mandate  that  arose 

Against  most  guiltless  of  the  stranger  tribes ! 

Poor  child !  my  heart  is  yearning  for  his  woes ; 
I  would  I  were  his  mother ;  but  I'll  give 
If  not  his  birth,  at  least  the  right  to  live." 
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Thus  Iphis  spoke — the  royal  hope  and  pride 
Of  a  great  monarch ;  while  her  damsels  nigh 

Wandered  along  the  Nile's  meandering  side ; 
And  these  diminished  beauties,  standing  by 

The  trembling  mother,  watching  with  eyes  wide 
Their  graceful  mistress,  admired  her  as  she  stood, 
More  lovely  than  the  genius  of  the  flood. 

The  waters  broken  by  her  delicate  feet 

Receive  the  eager  wader,  as  alone 
By  gentlest  pity  led  she  strives  to  meet 

The  wakened  babe ;  and  see,  the  prize  is  won ! 
She  holds  the  wreeping  burden  with  a  sweet 

And  virgin  glow  of  pride  upon  her  brow, 

That  knew  no  flush  save  modesty's  till  now. 

Opening  with  cautious  hands  the  reedy  couch, 
She  brought  the  rescued  infant  slowly  out 

Beyond  the  humid  sands ;  at  her  approach 
Her  curious  maidens  hurried  round  about 

To  kiss  the  new-born  brow  with  gentlest  touch ; 
Greeting  the  child  with  smiles,  and  bending  nigh 
Their  faces  o'er  his  large,  astonished  eye ! 

Haste  thou,  who  from  afar,  with  doubt  and  fear, 
Dost  watch,  with  straining  eyes,  the  fated  boy — 

The  loved  of  Heaven !  Come  as  a  stranger  near,  - 
And  clasp  young  Moses  with  maternal  joy; 

Nor  fear  the  speechless  transport  and  the  tear 
Will  e'er  betray  thy  fond  and  hidden  part, 
For  Iphis  knows  not  yet  a  mother's  heart. 
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With  a  glad  heart,  and  a  triumphal  face, 

The  princess  to  the  haughty  Pharaoh  led 
The  humble  infant  of  a  hated  race, 

Bathed  with  the  bitter  tears  a  parent  shed ; 
While,  loudly  pealing  round  the  holy  place 

Of  Heaven's  white  throne,  the  voice  of  angel 
choirs 

Intoned  the  theme  of  their  undying  lyres. 

"  No  longer  mourn  thy  pilgrimage  below, 

O  Jacob !  let  thy  tears  no  longer  swell 
The  torrent  of  th'Egyptian  river.     Lo ! 

Soon  on  the  Jordan's  banks  thy  tents  shall  dwell, 
And  Goshen  shall  behold  thy  people  go 

Despite  the  power  of  Egypt's  law  and  brand, 
From  their  sad  thrall  to  Canaan's  promised  land !  " 

VICTOR  HUGO 
Translation  from  the  Dublin  University  Magazine 
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MOSES  AND  THE  ANGEL 

"  Praise  Him,  Al-Mutahali !     Whose  decree 
Is  wiser  than  the  wit  of  Man  can  see." 
Tis  written  in  the  chapter  "  Of  the  Cave/' 
An  Angel  of  the  Lord,  a  minister, 
Had  errands  upon  earth,  and  Moses  said, 
"  Grant  me  to  wend  with  thee,  that  I  may  learn 
God's  xways  with  men."    The  Angel,  answering,  said, 
"  Thou  canst  not  bear  with  me ;  thou  wilt  not  have 
Knowledge  to  judge ;  yet  if  thou  followest  me, 
Question  me  not,  whatever  I  shall  do, 
Until  I  tell  thee." 

Then  they  found  a  ship 

On  the  sea-shore,  wherefrom  the  Angel  struck 
Her  boards,  and  brake  them.     Moses  said,  "Wilt 

drown 

The  mariners?    This  is  a  strange  thing  wrought." 
"  Did  I  not  say  thou  couldst  not  bear  with  me  ?  " 
The  Angel  answered, — "  Be  thou  silent  now !  " 

Yet  farther,  and  they  met  an  Arab  boy ; 
Upon  his  eyes  with  mouth  invisible 
The  Angel  breathed;  and  all  his  warm  blood  froze, 
And,  with  a  moan,  he  sank  to  earth  and  died. 
Then  Moses  said,  "  Slay'st  thou  the  innocent 
Who  did  no  wrong?    This  is  a  hard  thing  seen !  " 
"  Did  I  not  tell  thee,"  said  the  Minister, 
"Thou  wouldst  not  bear  with  me?     Question  me 
not!" 


MOSES   AND   THE   ANGEL  75 

Then  came  they  to  a  village,  where  there  stood 
A  lowly  hut ;  the  garden  fence  thereof 
Toppled  to  fall ;  the  Angel  thrust  it  down, 
A  ruin  of  grey  stones,  and  lime,  and  tiles, 
Crushing  the  lentils,  melons,  saffron,  beans, 
The  little  harvest  of  the  cottage  folk. 
"What  hire,"  asked  Moses,  "  hadst  thou  for  this 

deed, 
Seeming  so  evil  ?  " 

Then  the  Angel  said, 
"  This  is  the  parting  betwixt  thee  and  me ; 
Yet  will  I  first  make  manifest  the  things 
Thou  couldst  not  bear,  not  knowing ;  but  my  Lord — 
'  Exalted  above  all  reproach  ' — be  praised. 
The  ship  I  broke  serveth  poor  fisher-folk 
Whose  livelihood  was  lost,  because  there  came 
A  king  that  way,  seizing  all  boats  found  whole ; 
Now  they  have  peace.     Touching  the  Arab  boy: 
In  two  moons  he  had  slain  his  mother's  son, 
Being  perverse ;  but  now  his  brother  lives, 
Whose  life  unto  his  tribe  was  more,  and  he 
Dieth  blood-guiltless.    For  the  garden-wall : 
Two  goodly  youths  dwell  there,  offspring  of  one 
That  loved  his  Lord,  and  underneath  the  stones 
The  father  hid  a  treasure  which  is  theirs. 
This  they  shall  find,  building  their  ruin  up, 
And  joy  will  come  upon  their  house!    But  thou, 
Journey  no  more  with  me,  because  I  do 
Naught  of  myself,  but  all  by  Allah's  will." 

Al-Mutahal !  Maker  of  men, 
Exalted  art  Thou  past  our  ken. 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 


78        SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

"  Tis  better  far  the  human  soul 
Shall  strive  and  struggle  toward  the  goal, 
Lest,  learning  all,  man  cease  to  care 
How  Spirit,  freed  from  flesh,  may  fare." 

And,  saying  this,  with  solemn  mien, 

His  face  was  wreathed  in  starry  sheen ; 

He  wiped  his  pen  upon  his  brow, 

And  Light  streamed  forth,  he  knew  not  how. 

The  ^Mountain  flamed,  as  in  a  cloud 
Th'Eternal  passed — and  Moses  bowed; 
Then,  holding  high  the  Tablets  .twain, 
Transfigured,  he  came  down  again. 

He  wist  not  that  his  face  did  shine, 
By  grace  of  God,  in  every  line ; 
The  people  saw,  and,  moved  to  fear, 
Not  even  Aaron  ventured  near. 

Then  Moses  knew  that  Hand  Divine 
Had  traced  o'er  him  that  lustrous  Sign ; 
He  called  to  them  and  veiled  the  light 
Which  dazzled  on  their  sense  and  sight. 

They  all  came  nigh,  while  Moses  spake 
The  Ten  Commands  which  made  them  quake. 
The  Law  of  Right  a  world  obeys, 
When  men  behold  its  blinding  rays. 

And  lo!  unwritten  glory  glows 
From  each  pure  heart  that  heaven  knows ; 
From  every  pen  that's  dipped  in  light 
Effulgence  gleams  to  cheer  the  night. 
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The  task  was  done,  and  Moses  seemed 
To  wonder  why  the  light  yet  beamed ; 
He  wished  to  write  one  other  word, 
But,  murm'ring1  "  Nay,"  looked  heavenward. 

"  'Tis  not  for  man  to  know  Thy  ways ; 
To  probe  the  stars,  to  pluck  the  rays 
From  planets  high,  his  spirit  dares — 
For  man,  O  Lord,  Thy  Image  bears. 

"  He  soars  upon  the  wings  of  thought 
To  find  how  all  things  Thou  hast  wrought; 
He  sets  no  bounds  to  his  keen  quest; 
Not  knowing  all,  he  doubts  the  rest. 

"  Shall  I  reveal  to  human  mind 
What  it,  unaided,  ne'er  can  find? 
Shall  I  command  the  heart  to  hope, 
That  it  may  not  in  darkness  grope? 

"  Shall  I  unveil  to  mortal  man 
The  mysteries  which  make  Thy  plan 
A  blessing  for  the  universe — 
And  change  the  boon  into  a  curse? 

"  Nay,  Lord  of  Hosts,  he  shall  not  see 
With  mortal  eyes  Eternity ; 
But  every  heart  shall  feel  its  glow — 
The  wistful  stream  of  life  must  flow ; 

"  And  every  eye  shall  steadfast  gaze 
Above  the  mist,  o'er  all  the  maze 
Of  many  doubts  and  many  ills, 
Beyond  the  Everlasting  Hills. 
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"  Tis  better  far  the  human  soul 
Shall  strive  and  struggle  toward  the  goal, 
Lest,  learning  all,  man  cease  to  care 
How  Spirit,  freed  from  flesh,  may  fare." 

And,  saying  this,  with  solemn  mien, 

His  face  was  wreathed  in  starry  sheen ; 

He  wiped  his  pen  upon  his  brow, 

And  Light  streamed  forth,  he  knew  not  how. 

The  Mountain  flamed,  as  in  a  cloud 
Th'Eternal  passed — and  Moses  bowed; 
Then,  holding  high  the  Tablets  twain, 
Transfigured,  he  came  down  again. 

He  wist  not  that  his  face  did  shine, 
By  grace  of  God,  in  every  line ; 
The  people  saw,  and,  moved  to  fear, 
Not  even  Aaron  ventured  near. 

Then  Moses  knew  that  Hand  Divine 
Had  traced  o'er  him  that  lustrous  Sign ; 
He  called  to  them  and  veiled  the  light 
Which  dazzled  on  their  sense  and  sight. 

They  all  came  nigh,  while  Moses  spake 
The  Ten  Commands  which  made  them  quake. 
The  Law  of  Right  a  world  obeys, 
When  men  behold  its  blinding  rays. 

And  lo!  unwritten  glory  glows 
From  each  pure  heart  that  heaven  knows ; 
From  every  pen  that's  dipped  in  light 
Effulgence  gleams  to  cheer  the  night. 
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And  every  man  who  mounts  the  hill, 

Where  God  reveals  to  all  His  Will, 

Shall  wear  upon  his  forehead  clear 

The  wondrous  Sign  which  blessed  the  Seer. 

The  Light  of  Hope  which  glistened  then, 
Unwritten  on  the  Prophet's  pen, 
And  shone  o'er  him,  he  knew  not  how, 
Streams  out  from  every  God-kissed  brow. 

GEORGE  ALEXANDER  KOHUT 
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THE  SHEPHERD  LEADER  OF  THE  NILE 

Before  the  throne  of  Egypt's  Lord, 

The  shepherd  leader,  Moses,  stands ; 
A  herder's  staff  he  firmly  grips, 

But  with  his  undimmed  eyes  commands. 
And  Pharaoh  with  a  fretful  mien 

Turns  deaf  ears  to  his  pulsing  word, 
Which,  coming  in  the  name  of  God, 

Is  as  the  voice  of  thunder  heard. 

"  Oh,  sovereign  of  the  hardened  heart, 

My  people  serve  you  night  and  day. 
The  stubble  of  the  field  they  hoard 

To  make  bricks  from  your  River's  clay. 
And  monster  cities  do  they  lift 

From  sand  dunes  cast  up  by  the  sea — 
They  have  been  slaves  a  hundred  years, 

But  now  my  people  must  go  free. 
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My  people  cried  unto  their  God, 

A  zealous  God  who  heard  their  cry ; 
He  walks  the  earth  in  majesty, 

And  rules  supreme  the  far-stretched  sky; 
He  called  them  to  possess  His  land, 

The  kindred  of  a  noble  breed, 
That  they  in  large  and  liberal  ways 

May  serve  their  God,  they  must  be  freed ! 

TJhe  woes  of  thousand  pains  they  bear, 

Baked  by  the  sun  that  steams  the  Nile — 
For  every  blow  a  foreman  dealt 

They  wrought  some  huge  but  bloody  pile. 
The  Egypt  that  you  rule,  they  reared, 

An  empire  mighty  as  the  sea, 
And  for  the  things  their  hands  have  made 

Their  Father's  God  now  sets  them  free ! 

My  people  must  go  free  this  day! 

The  Red  Sea  calls,  yon  desert  cries, 
And  distant  smoking  Sinai's  peaks 

Reverberate  their  agonies. 
My  God  hath  sent  me  to  your  face 

To  still  the  anguish  of  their  moan : 
Unless  you  free  them  from  their  bonds 

My  God  will  smite  you  and  your  throne !  " 

But  Pharaoh  of  the  hardened  heart, 
He  yielded  not,  as  Moses  spake ; 

Nor  feared  he  that  the  shepherd's  threat 
Would  make  the  House  of  Egypt  quake. 
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His  face  grew  hard,  his  heart  was  cold, 
He  raised  no  hand  nor  bent  his  knee — 

How  could  he,  bred  in  lust  and  greed, 
Let  slaves  who  served  his  throne  go  free? 

Night  shrouded  him  and  Egypt's  Nile. 

And  earth  upset,  the  slimy  deep 
Spread  o'er  the  shimmering  sandy  wastes 

The  things  that  death  and  darkness  keep. 
And  even  then  did  Pharaoh  smile, 

Till  lastly  Death,  as  hard  as  he, 
Touched  him  remorselessly,  and  then 

The  slaving  people  were  set  free. 

******* 

But  Pharaoh  lives  in  every  age 

To  covet  lust  and  power  and  might, 
And  slaves  to  serve  him  are  they  all 

Who  know  not  God  and  shun  the  right. 
To-day — alway — a  shepherd's  voice 

Is  lifted  up  to  urge  his  plea, 
Where  wrong  enthroned  grows  hard  of  heart 

And  will  not  let  the  people  free ! 

RABBI  JOSEPH   LEISER 
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25 
MOSES  IN  THE  DESERT 

Go  where  a  foot  hath  never  .trod, 
Through  unfrequented  forests  flee; 

The  wilderness  is  full  of  God, 

His  presence  dwells  in  every  tree. 

To  Israel  and  to  Egypt  dead, 

Moses,  the  fugitive,  appears  ; 
Unknown  he  lived,  till  o'er  his  head 

Had  fall'n  the  snow  of  fourscore  years. 

But  God  the  wandering  exile  found 
In  His  appointed  time  and  place; 

The  desert  sand  grew  holy  ground, 
And  Horeb's  rock  a  throne  of  grace. 

The  lonely  bush  a  tree  became, 

A  tree  of  beauty  and  of  light, 
Involved  with  unconsuming  flame, 

That  made  the  moon  around  it  night. 

Then  came  th'Eternal  voice  that  spake 

Salvation  to  the  chosen  seed ; 
Thence  went  th' Almighty  arm  that  brake 

Proud  Pharaoh's  yoke,  and  Israel  freed. 

By  Moses,  old  and  slow  of  speech, 
These  mighty  miracles  were  shown ; 

Jehovah's  messenger !  to  teach 
That  power  belongs  to  God  alone. 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY 
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THE  SEVENTH  PLAGUE  OF  EGYPT 

Twas  morn — the  rising  splendor  rolled 

On  marble  towers  and  roofs  of  gold  ; 

Hall,  court,  and  gallery  below, 

Were  crowded  with  a  living  flow ; 

Egyptian,  Arab,  Nubian,  there, 

The  bearers  of  the  bow  and  spear ; 

The  hoary  priest,  the  Chaldee  sage, 

The  slave,  the  gemmed  and  glittering  page — 

Helm,  turban,  and  tiara  shone, 

A  dazzling  ring  round  Pharaoh's  throne. 

There  came  a  man — the  human  tide 
Shrank  backward  from  his  stately  stride  : 
His  cheek  with  storm  and  time  was  tanned ; 
A  shepherd's  staff  was  in  his  hand ; 
A  shudder  of  instinctive  fear 
Told  the  dark  king  what  step  was  near ; 
On  through  the  host  the  stranger  came, — 
It  parted  round  his  form  like  flame. 

He  stooped  not  at  the  footstool  stone  ; 

He  clasped  not  sandal,  kissed  not  throne ; 

Erect  he  stood  amid  the  ring, 

His  only  wo'rds, — "  Be  just,  O  king!  " 

On  Pharaoh's  cheek  the  blood  flushed  high, 

A  fire  was  in  his  sullen  eye ; 

Yet  on  the  chief  of  Israel 

No  arrow  of  his  thousands  fell : 

All  mute  and  moveless  as  the  grave 

Stood  chilled  the  satrap  and  the  slave. 
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"  Thou'rt  come/'  at  length  the  monarch  spoke ; 

Haughty  and  high  the  words  outbroke : 

"  Is  Israel  weary  of  its  lair, 

The  forehead  peeled,  the  shoulder  bare? 

Take  back  the  answer  .to  your  band : 

Go,  reap  the  wind ;  go,  plough  the  sand ; 

Go,  vilest  of  the  living  vile, 

To  build  the  never-ending  pile, 

Till,  darkest  of  the  nameless  dead, 

The  vulture  on  their  flesh  is  fed. 

What  better  asks  the  howling  slave 

Than  the  base  life  our  bounty  gave  ?  " 

Shouted  in  pride  the  turbaned  peers, 

Up  clashed  .to  heaven  the  golden  spears. 

"  King !  thou  and  thine  are  doomed !    Behold !  " 

The  prophet  spoke — the  thunder  rolled ! 

Along  the  pathway  of  the  sun 

Sailed  vapory  mountains,  wild  and  dun. 

"  Yet  there  is  time/'  the  prophet  said : 

He  raised  his  staff — the  storm  was  stayed: 

"  King,  be  the  word  of  freedom  given. 

What  art  thou,  man,  to  war  with  Heaven  ?  " 

There  came  no  word — the  thunder  broke ! 

Like  a  huge  city's  final  smoke, 

Thick,  lurid,  stifling,  mixed  with  flame, 

Through  court  and  hall  the  vapors  came. 

Loose  as  the  stubble  in  the  field, 

Wide  flew  the  men  of  spear  and  shield ; 

Scattered  like  foam  along  the  wave, 

Flew  the  proud  pageant,  prince  and  slave ; 
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Or,  in  the  chains  of  terror  bound, 

Lay,  corpse-like,  on  the  smouldering  ground. 

"  Speak,  king !  the  wrath  is  but  begun. 

Still  dumb  ? — then,  Heaven,  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 

Echoed  from  earth  a  hollow  roar, 

Like  ocean  on  the  midnight  shore ; 

A  sheet  of  lightning  o'er  them  wheeled ; 

The  solid  ground  beneath  them  reeled ; 

Like  webs  the  giant  walls  were  rent ; 

In  dust  sank  roof  and  battlement ; 

Red,  broad,  before  his  startled  gaze, 

The  monarch  saw  his  Egypt  blaze. 

Still  swelled  the  plague ;  the  flame  grew  pale ; 

Burst  from  the  clouds  the  charge  of  hail ; 

With  arrowy  keenness,  iron  weight, 

Down  poured  the  messengers  of  fate, 

Till  man  and  cattle,  crushed,  congealed, 

Covered  with  death  the  boundless  field. 

Still  swelled  the  plague — uprose  the  blast, 
The  avenger,  fit  to  be  the  last ; 
On  ocean,  river,  forest,  vale, 
Thundered  at  once  the  mighty  gale. 
Before  the  whirlwind  flew  the  tree; 
Beneath  the  whirlwind  roared  the  sea ; 
A  thousand  ships  were  on  the  wave — 
Where  are  they? — ask  that  foaming  grave! 
Down  go  the  hope,  the  pride  of  years ; 
Down  go  the  myriad  mariners  ; 
The  riches  of  Earth's  richest  zone, 
Gone,  like  a  flash  of  lightning  gone! 
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And,  lo,  that  first  fierce  triumph  o'er, 
Swells  Ocean  on  the  shrinking  shore ; 
Still  onward,  onward,  dark  and  wide, 
Engulfs  the  land  the  furious  tide. 
Then  bowed  thy  spirit,  stubborn  king, 
Thou  serpent,  reft  of  fang  and  sting ; 
Humbled  before  the  prophet's  knee, 
He  groaned,  "  Be  injured  Israel  free !  " 

To  Heaven  the  sage  upraised  his  wand ; 
Back  rolled  the  deluge  from  the  land : 
Back  to  its  caverns  sank  the  gale ; 
Fled  from  the  noon  the  vapors  pale ; 
Broad  burned  again  the  joyous  sun: 
The  hour  of  wrath  and  death  was  done. 

GEORGE  CROLY 
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THE  DESTROYING  ANGEL 

"  To  your  homes,"  said  the  leader  of  Israel's  host, 

"  And  slaughter  a  sacrifice ; 
Let  the  life-blood  be  sprinkled  on  each  door-post, 

Nor  stir  till  the  morn  arise ; 
And  the  Angel  of  Vengeance  shall  pass  you  by, 
He  shall  see  the  red  stain,  and  shall  not  come  nigh 

Where  the  hope  of  your  household  lies." 

The  people  hear,  and  they  bow  them  low — 

Each  to  his  house  has  flown ; 
The  lamb  is  slain,  and  with  blood  they  go 

And  sprinkle  the  lintel  stone ; 
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And  the  doors  they  close  when  the  sun  hath  set, 
But  few  in  oblivious  sleep  forget 
The  judgment  to  be  done. 

'Tis  midnight,  yet  they  hear  no  sound 

Along  the  lone,  still  street ; 
No  blast  of  a  pestilence  sweeps  the  ground, 

No  tramp  of  unearthly  feet, 
Nor  rush  as  of  harpy-wings  goes  by, 
But  the  calm  moon  floats  in  the  cloudless  sky 

'Mid  her  wan  light  clear  and  sweet. 

Once  only,  shot  like  an  arrowy  ray, 

A  pale,  blue  flash  was  seen ; 
It  passed  so  swift,  the  eye  scarce  could  say 

That  such  a  thing  had  been : 
Yet  the  beat  of  every  heart  was  still, 
And  the  flesh  crawled  fearfully  and  chill, 

And  back  flowed  every  vein. 

The  courage  of  Israel's  bravest  quailed 

At  the  view  of  that  awful  light, 
Though  knowing  the  blood  of  their  offering  availed 

To  shield  them  from  its  might. 
They  felt  'twas  the  Spirit  of  Death  had  passed, 
That  the  brightness  they  saw  his  cold  glance  had 
cast 

On  Egypt's  land  that  night 

Wail,  King  of  the  Pyramids !    Death  hath  cast 
His  shafts  through  thine  empire  wide, 

But  o'er  Israel  in  bondage  his  rage  hath  passed — 
No  first-born  of  hers  hath  died. 
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Go,  Satrap,  command  that  the  captive  be  free, 
Lest  their  God,  in  fierce  anger,  should  smite  even 

thee 
On  the  crown  of  thy  purple  pride. 

ANONYMOUS 

28 
THE  EXIT  FROM  EGYPTIAN  BONDAGE 

When  Israel's  sons,  from  cruel  bondage  freed, 
Fled  to  the  land  by  righteous  Heaven  decreed, 
Insulting  Pharaoh  quick  pursued  .their  train, 
E'en  to  the  borders  of  the  troubled  main. 

Affrighted  Israel  stood  alone  dismayed, 
The  foe  behind,  the  sea  before  them  laid ; 
Around,  the  hosts  of  bloody  Pharaoh  fold, 
And  wave  o'er  wave  the  ranging  Red  Sea  rolled. 

But  God,  who  saves  His  chosen  ones  from  harm, 
Stretched  to  their  aid  His  all-protecting  arm; 
And  lo!  on  either  side  the  sea  divides, 
And  Israel's  army  in  its  bosom  hides. 

Safe  to  the  shore  through  watery  walls  they  march, 
And  once  more  hail  kind  Heaven's  aerial  arch ; 
Far,  far  behind  the  cruel  foe  is  seen, 
And  the  dark  waters  roll  their  march  between. 

The  God  of  vengeance  stretched  His  arm  again, 
And,  heaving,  back  recoiled  the  foaming  main; 
And  impious  Pharaoh,  'neath  the  raging  wave, 
With  all  his  army,  finds  a  watery  grave. 
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Rejoice,  O  Israel !  God  is  on  your  side ; 
He  is  your  champion  and  your  faithful  guide; 
By  day,  a  cloud  is  to  your  footsteps  given, 
By  night,  a  fiery  column  towers  to  heaven. 

Then  Israel's  children  marched  by  day  and  night, 
Till  Sinai's  mountain  rose  upon  their  sight ; 
There  righteous  Heaven  the  flying  army  stayed, 
And  Israel's  sons  the  high  command  obeyed. 

To  Sinai's  mount  the  trembling  people  came, — 
'Twas  wrapped  in  threatening  clouds,  in  smoke  and 

flame; 

A  silent  awe  pervaded  all  the  van ; 
Not  e'en  a  murmur  .through  the  army  ran. 

High  Sinai  shook !  dread  thunders  rent  the  air ! 
And  horrid  lightnings  round  its  summit  glare ! 
'Twas  God's  pavilion,  and  the  blackening  clouds, 
Dark  hovering  o'er,  His  dazzling  glory  shrouds. 

To  Heaven's  dread  court,  th'intrepid  leader  came 
To  receive  its  mandate  in  the  people's  name; 
Loud  trumpets  peal — the  awful  thunders  roll, 
Transfixing  terrors  in  each  guilty  soul. 

But  lo!  he  comes  arrayed  in  shining  light, 

And  round  his  forehead  plays  a  halo  bright ; 

Heaven's  high  commands  with  trembling  were  re- 
ceived ; 

Heaven's  high  commands  were  heard  and  were  be- 
lieved. 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  PHARAOH 

Mourn,  Mizraim,  mourn !    The  weltering  wave 
Wails  loudly  o'er  Egyptia's  brave 

Where  lowly  laid  they  sleep ; 
The  salt  sea  rusts  the  helmet's  crest ; 
The  warrior  takes  his  ocean  rest 

Full  far  below  the  deep ; 
The  deep,  the  deep,  the  dreary  deep ! 
Wail,  wail,  Egyptia !  mourn  and  weep ! 
For  many  a  mighty  legion  fell 
Before  the  God  of  Israel. 

Wake,  Israel,  wake  the  harp.    The  roar 
Of  ocean's  wave  on  Mizraim's  shore 

Rolls  now  o'er  many  a  crest. 
Where,  now,  the  iron  chariot's  sweep  ? 
Where  Pharaoh's  host?     Beneath  the  deep 

His  armies  take  their  rest. 
Shout,  Israel !    Let  the  joyful  cry 
Pour  forth  the  tones  of  victory ; 
High  let  it  swell  across  the  sea, 
For  Jacob's  weary  sons  are  free. 

JOHN  RUSKIN 
[At  the  age  of  thirteen] 
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MIRIAM'S  SONG 
Exodus  xv.  20-21 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  triumphed — His  people  are  free ! 
Sing, — for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken ; 

His    chariots,    his    horsemen,    all    splendid    and 

brave, — 

How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  hath  but 
spoken, 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  triumphed — His  people  are  free! 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror !    Praise  to  the  Lord ! 
His  word  was  our  arrow,  His  breath  was  our  sword. 
Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride? 
For  the  Lord  hath  looked  out  from  His  pillar  of 
glory, 

And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dashed  in  the 

tide. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea ! 
Jehovah  has  triumphed — His  people  are  free! 

THOMAS  MOORE 
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MOSES  ON  MOUNT  SINAI 

Up  a  rough  peak,  .that  toward  the  stormy  sky 

From  Sinai's  sandy  ridges  rose  aloft, 

Osarsiph,  priest  of  Hieropolis, 

Now  Moses  named,  ascended  reverently 

To  meet  and  hear  the  bidding  of  the  Lord. 

But,  though  he  knew  that  all  his  ancient  lore 

Traditionary  from  the  birth  of  Time, 

And  all  the  power  which  waited  on  his  hand, 

Even  from  the  day  his  just,  instinctive  wrath 

Had  smote  th'Egyptian  ravisher,  and  all 

The  wisdom  of  his  calm  and  ordered  mind 

Were  nothing  in  the  presence  of  his  God, 

Yet  was  there  left  a  certain  seed  of  pride, 

Vague  consciousness  of  some  self-centered  strength 

That  made  him  cry,  "  Why,  Lord,  com'st  Thou  tc 

me, 

Only  a  voice,  a  motion  of  the  air, 
A  thing  invisible,  impalpable, 
Leaving  a  void,  an  unreality, 
Within  my  heart?    I  would  with  every  sense 
Know  Thou  wert  there — I  would  be  all  in  Thee ! 
Let  me  at  least  behold  Thee  as  Thou  art ; 
Disperse  this  corporal  darkness  by  Thy  light ; 
Hallow  my  vision  by  Thy  glorious  form, 
So  that  my  sense  be  blest  forevermore !  " 

Thus  spoke  the  Prophet,  and  the  Voice  replied 
As  in  low  thunders  over  distant  seas, — 
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"  Beneath  the  height  to  which  thy  feet  have 

striven, 

A  hollow  trench  divides  the  cliffs  of  sand, 
Widened  by  rains  and  deepened  every  year. 
Gaze  straight  across  it,  for  there  opposite 
To  where  thou  standest,  I  will  place  myself, 
And  then,  if  such  remain  thy  fixed  desire, 
I  will  descend  to  side  by  side  with  thee." 

So  Moses  gazed  across  the  rocky  vale ; 
And  the  air  darkened,  and  a  lordly  bird 
Poised  in  the  midst  of  its  long- journey  ing  flight, 
And  touched  his  feet  with  limp  and  fluttering  wings ; 
And  all  the  air,  around,  above,  below, 
Was  changed  at  once  into  a  sound — such  sound 
That  separate  tones  could  not  distinguished  be. 
And  Moses  fell  upon  his  face,  as  dead. 
Yet  life  and  consciousness  of  life  returned ; 
And,  when  he  raised  his  head,  he  saw  no  more 
The  deep  ravine  and  mountain  opposite, 
But  one  large  level  of  distracted  rocks, 
With  the  wide  desert  quaking  all  around. 

Then  Moses  fell  upon  his  face  again, 
And  prayed,  "  O  pardon  the  presumptuous  thought, 
That  I  could  look  upon  Thy  face  and  live ; 
Wonder  of  wonders !  that  mine  ear  has  heard 
Thy  voice  unpalsied,  and  let  such  great  grace 
Excuse  th'audacious  blindness  that  o'erleaps 
Nature's  just  bounds  and  Thy  discerning  will !  " 

LORD  HOUGHTON   (RICHARD  MONCKTON  MILNES) 
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32 

THE  ARMY  OF  ISRAEL  AT  THE  FOOT  OF 
MOUNT  SINAI 

Their  spears  glittered  bright  in  the  beams  of  the 

sun; 
Their  banners  waved  far,  and  their  high  helmets 

shone, 
And  their  dark  plumes  were  tossed  on  the  breast  of 

the  breeze, 
But   the    war-trumpet    slumbered    the    slumber   of 

peace. 

He  came  in  His  glory,  He  came  in  His  might, 
His  chariot  the  cloud,  and  His  sceptre  the  light ; 
The  sound  of  His  coming  was  heard  from  afar, 
Like  the  roar  of  a  nation  when  rushing  to  war. 

'Twas  the  great  God  of  Israel,  riding  on  high, 
Whose  footstool  is  earth,  and  whose  throne  is  the 

sky; 

He  stood  in  His  glory  unseen  and  alone, 
And  with  letters  of  fire  traced  the  tablets  of  stone. 

The  eagle  may  soar  to  the  sun  in  his  might, 
And  the  eye  of  the  warrior  flash  fierce  to  the  fight, 
But  no  one  may  look  upon  God,  the  Most  High ; 
O  Israel,  turn  back  from  His  glory,  or  die ! 

The  sun  in  its  splendor,  the  fire  in  its  might, 
Which  devours  and  withers  and  wastes  from  the 

sight, 

Is  dim  to  the  glory  which  beams  from  His  eye ; 
Then,  Israel,  turn  back — oh,  return,  or  ye  die ! 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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MOSES  AND  THE  WORM 

The  great  Moses,  man  of  God,  came  to  his  tent  one 

day, 
And  called  his  wife,  Safurja,  and  his  children  from 

their  play. 
"  O  sweetest  orphaned  children !  O  dearest  widowed 

wife ! 
We  meet,  dear  ones,  no  more  on  earth,  for  this  day 

ends  my  life. 

Jehovah  sent  His  angel  down,  and  told  me  to  pre- 
pare— " 
Then  swooned  Safurja  on  the  ground;  the  children 

in  despair 
Said,  weeping,  "  Who  will  care  for  us,  when  you, 

dear  father,  go  ?  " 

And  Moses  wept  and  sobbed  aloud  to  see  his  chil- 
dren's woe. 
But  then  Jehovah  spake  from  Heaven,  "  And  dost 

thou  fear  to  die? 
And  dost  thou  love  this  world  so  well  that  thus  I 

hear  thee  cry  ?  " 
And  Moses  said :     "  I  fear  not  death ;  I  leave  this 

world  with  joy; 
Yet  cannot  but  compassionate  this  orphan  girl  and 

'  boy." 
"  In  whom,  then,  did  thy  mother  trust,  when  in  thy 

basket-boat, 
An  infant  on  the  Nile's  broad  stream,  all  helpless 

thou  didst  float  ? 
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In  whom  didst  thou  thyself  confide  when  by  the 
raging  sea 

The  host  of  Pharaoh  came  in  sight?  "  Then  Moses 
said,  "  In  Thee ! 

In  Thee,  O  Lord,  I  now  confide,  as  I  confided  then/' 

And  God  replied,  "  Go  to  the  shore ;  lift  up  thy 
staff  again." 

Then  Moses  lifted  up  his  rod;  the  sea  rolled  wide 
away, 

And  in  the  midst  a  mighty  rock,  black  and  un- 
covered, lay. 

"  Smite  thou  the  rock !  "  said  God  again.  The  rock 
was  rent  apart, 

And  then  appeared  a  little  worm,  close  nestled  to  its 
heart. 

The  worm  cried,  "  Praise  to  God  on  high,  who  hears 
His  creatures'  moan, 

Nor  did  forget  the  little  worm  concealed  within  the 
stone !  " 

"  If  I  remember/'  said  the  Lord,  "  the  worm  be- 
neath the  sea, 

Shall  I  forget  thy  children,  who  love  and  honor 
Me?" 

JOHANN  GOTTFRIED  VON  HERDER 
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MOSES 

He  said  unto  the  Lord :     "  Shall  I  never  be  done  ? 
Where  wilt  Thou  still  that  I  my  footsteps  turn? 
Am  I  to  live  for  aye,  great,  powerful,  and  alone? 
Give  me,  ah,  give  me  leave  to  sleep  the  sleep  of 
earth ! 

What  did  I  to  Thee,  to  be  chosen  Thy  elect? 

Let  now  some  other  stand  'twixt  Thee  and  Thine! 

Some  other  curb  Thy  wild  steed  Israel ! 

I  gladly  make  him  heir  to  book  and  brazen  rod. 

Why  needest  Thou  have  dried  up  all  my  hopes? 

Why  not  have  left  me  man  in  all  my  ignorance? 

Alas !  Thou  mad'st  me  wise  amongst  the  wise  ; 

My  finger  showed  the  wandering  race  its  path ; 

I  called  down  fire  upon  the  heads  of  kings, 

And  future  times  will  kneel  before  my  laws. 

I  am  the  Great ;  my  feet  tread  nations'  necks ; 
My  hand  holds  generations  in  its  will ; 
Alas !  my  Lord !  I  am  great — I  am  alone ; 
Give  me,  ah,  give  me  leave  to  sleep  the  sleep  of 
earth !  " 

ALFRED  DE  VIGNY 
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35 
THE  DEATH  OF  MOSES 

Led  by  his  God,  on  Pisgah's  height, 

The  pilgrim-prophet  stood, 
When  first  fair  Canaan  blest  his  sight, 

And  Jordan's  crystal  flood. 

Behind  him  lay  the  desert  ground 
"  His  weary  foot  had  trod ; 
While  Israel's  host  encamped  around, 
Still  guarded  by  their  God. 

With  joy  the  aged  Moses  smiled 

On  all  his  wanderings  past, 
While  thus  he  poured  his  accents  mild 

Upon  the  mountain-blast : 

"  I  see  them  all  before  me  now — 

The  city  and  the  plain, 
From  where  bright  Jordan's  waters  flow, 

To  yonder  boundless  main. 

"  Oh !  there  the  lovely  promised  land 

With  milk  and  honey  flows ; 
Now,  now  my  weary  murmuring  band 

Shall  find  their  sweet  repose. 

"  There  groves  of  palm  and  myrtle  spread 

O'er  valleys  fair  and  wide; 
The  lofty  cedar  rears  its  head 

On  every  mountain-side. 
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"For  them  the  rose  of  Sharon  flings 

Her  fragrance  on  the  gale  ; 
And  there  the  golden  lily  springs, — 

The  lily  of  the  vale. 

"  Amid  the  olive's  fruitful  boughs 

Is  heard  the  song  of  love, 
For  there  doth  build,  ,and  breathe  her  vows 

The  gentle  turtle-dove. 

"  For  them  shall  bloom  the  clustering  vine, 

The  fig-tree  shed  her  flowers; 
The  citron's  golden  treasures  shine 

From  out  her  greenest  bowers. 

"  For  them,  for  them,  but  not  for  me ; 

Their  fruits  I  may  not  eat; 
Not  Jordan's  stream  nor  yon  bright  sea 

Shall  lave  my  pilgrim  feet. 

"  Tis  well,  'tis  well,  my  task  is  done, 

Since  Israel's  sons  are  blest: 
Father,  receive  Thy  dying  one 

To  Thine  eternal  rest !  " 

Alone  he  bade  the  world  farewell, 

To  God  his  spirit  fled. 
Now  to  your  tents,  O  Israel, 

And  mourn  your  prophet  dead! 

JESSIE  G.  M'CARTEE 
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JERICHO 

Joshua  vi 

I. 

Around  the  walls  of  Jericho, 
The  Israelitish  army  go. 

With  steady  tramp,  their  spears  in  hand, 
They  follow  out  the  Lord's  command. 

Six  days,  six  journeys,  now  are  past; 
The  sun  has  risen  upon  the  last. 

Scarce  had  the  first  flush  of  the  dawn 
Announced  that  weary  night  was  gone, 

When  forth  from  every  well-known  tent 
The  mighty  hosts  of  Israel  went. 

Thus  early  start  they  on  their  way ; 
Seven  rounds  must  be  fulfilled  to-day. 

II. 

Within  the  walls  of  Jericho, 

In  stern  indifference  wait  the  foe. 

What  care  they  for  these  haggard  men 
Who  have  commenced  their  march  again  ? 

How  can  they  hope  to  overthrow 
In  such  a  way  proud  Jericho? 
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And  so,  with  laugh  and  scornful  glance, 
They  join  the  mazes  of  the  dance, 

And  pass  around  the  ruddy  wine, 
Rarest  of  all  in  Palestine ; 

While  sounds  of  revelry  rise  high 
Beneath  the  glare  of  noonday  sky. 

III. 

Outside  the  walls  of  Jericho, 
Steadily  on  the  warriors  go; 

Six  of  the  rounds  already  past, 

And  they  have  now  commenced  the  last. 

Throughout  those  ranks  no  sound  is  heard, 
No  merry  jest,  no  cheering  word. 

There  rises  up  no  other  sound 

Than  steady  foot-beats  on  the  ground. 

Now  suddenly  they  turn  about, 
And  with  one  voice  the  people  shout. 

Down  fall  the  walls  of  Jericho — 
The  heathen's  power  lieth  low. 

IV. 

Low  lie  the  walls  of  Jericho, 

And  through  her  halls  her  foemen  go. 

All  hope  for  the  city  proud  has  fled, 
For  all  her  boasted  host  are  dead, 
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And  the  ringing  pavement  of  the  street 
Echoeth  naught  but  the  foeman's  feet. 

Thus  did  firm  faith  in  God's  commands 
Prove  mightier  than  human  hands; 

Thus  did  the  strong  right  arm  of  God 
Scatter  the  heathen  hosts  abroad ; 

Thus  did  He  great  honor  lay 
Upon  the  name  of  Joshua. 

FRANK   FOXCROFT 


37 
THE  FALL  OF  JERICHO 

Slowly  the  invaders  emerged  from  the  groves, 
but  before  the  last  lines  had  deployed  into  the  plain, 
the  silver  trumpets  rang  out  their  clear  summons 
that  Israel  should  stand  still ;  and  then,  for  a 
moment,  silence  fell  over  the  wide-spreading  array. 
Behind  lay  the  palm-belt,  the  camp,  and  the  Jordan  ; 
before,  trampled  garden  and  fallen  grove;  then  im- 
pregnable walls,  and,  beyond  all,  the  land  that  had 
been  promised  them  for  a  heritage,  and  to  which 
sword  and  spear  must  now  prove  title. 

Adriel  looked  northward,  and,  as  he  looked,  the 
centre  of  the  host  seemed  to  separate  to  right  and 
left.  Out  into  the  open  plain  marched  six  priests, 
two  and  two.  Before  them  walked  a  man  who 
seemed  to  have  completed  a  century  of  human  life. 
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His  figure,  once  tall  and  commanding,  was  bent 
with  age.  A  forehead,  lofty,  but  worn  and 
wrinkled,  gave  an  appearance  of  thoughtfulness  to 
a  face  placid  and  kindly.  From  under  the  sacred 
tiara  flowed  hair  whiter  than  the  snows  of  the  north. 
Hardly  in  keeping  with  the  age  of  the  wearer 
seemed  the  rich  and  gorgeous  garments  that  clothed 
his  form,  or  the  glittering  breastplate  that  pro- 
claimed his  name  and  rank — Eleazar,  the  son  of 
Aaron,  high  priest  of  Jehovah.  All  unarmed  were 
the  seven,  but  each  bore  in  his  hand  a  trumpet — not 
the  straight  silver  clarion  that  sounded  the  rally  or 
the  charge,  but  the  short  curved  horn  of  jubilee, 
shorn  from  the  head  of  some  patriarch  of  the  flock. 

But  it  was  on  what  followed  close  behind  the 
sacred  escort  that  every  eye  was  fixed;  on  which 
the  hardiest  veteran  bent  looks  of  mingled  fear  and 
veneration.  Yet  it  seemed  worthy  of  neither. 

Borne  on  the  shoulders  of  eight  Kohathites,  whose 
flowing  garments  reached  to  their  feet,  it  seemed 
only  a  canopy  of  dark  purple ;  but  the  host  knew 
well  the  object  which  that  canopy  shut  out  from 
the  gaze  of  man.  No  living  human  eye  but  that  of 
him  who  wore  the  jewelled  breastplate  had  ever 
looked  upon  the  uncovered  outlines  of  the  Ark  of 
God;  yet  every  detail  of  its  material,  its  workman- 
ship, and  its  holy  and  awful  contents,  was  graven 
deep  in  the  heart  of  the  humblest  warrior  in  the 
ranks,  and  by  look  and  silence  they  did  it  reverence. 

For  a  moment  the  bearers  and  those  who  went  be- 
fore them  paused,  and  then,  turning  slowly  south- 
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ward,  they  traversed  the  entire  front  of  the  left 
wing,  and  again  halted  before  the  men  of  Judah. 

But  now  the  escort  was  increased,  for  behind  the 
Ark  came  one  hundred  picked  men  from  the  war- 
riors of  Gad,  a  chosen  rear-guard.  Then  the  order 
came  to  Judah  that  the  foremost  thousand  of  the 
tribe  should  march  before  the  high  priest ;  and  man 
after  man,  line  after  line,  surged  forward,  eager  to 
assume  the  holy  charge. 

Ozias  led  these  chosen  troops,  and  close  behind 
him  followed  Adriel ;  but  ere  the  march  commenced, 
Ozias  turned  and  addressed  them: 

"  Hear  ye,  men  of  Judah.  Joshua,  the  son  of 
Nun,  hath  commanded  every  captain  in  Israel  that 
he  speak  to  the  people,  saying :  Seven  times  this  day 
shall  the  walls  of  the  city  be  encompassed,  and  no 
man  shall  shout  or  make  any  noise  until  the  word 
goes  forth.  Then  shall  ye  shout  and  ascend 
straightway  against  the  city." 

Ozias  turned  again  and  led  the  way,  and  the  men 
of  Judah  followed  close  behind  him  with  knitted 
brows  and  hands  fast  straining  spear  and  shield. 
Eleazar  and  the  priests  marched  next,  before  the 
purple  canopy,  and  the  rearward  of  the  men  of  Gad 
pressed  on  behind  the  Ark. 

Southward  and  westward  passed  the  strange 
pageant,  while  the  armies  of  Israel  rested  upon  their 
spears  and  waited  for  the  signal — nearer  to  the  wall, 
and  skirting  its  southern  confines,  while  the  horns 
of  the  priests  rang  out  clear  in  the  air  of  the  early 
morning. 
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On  the  towers  wonder  and  fear  struggled  against 
ridicule  and  contempt.  Curses  and  scornful  laugh- 
ter, jeers  and  ribaldry,  were  hurled  at  the  guard,  at 
the  priests,  and  even  at  the  Ark  of  God.  Steadily 
they  passed  on  by  frowning  battlements,  where  en- 
gines of  war  stood  ready  to  second  spear  and  sword 
in  stubborn  defence.  Huge  stones  hurtled  through 
the  air  and  fell  crashing  upon  the  trembling  earth, 
but  so  skilfully  did  Ozias  choose  his  distance  that 
rock  and  arrow  fell  as  far  short  and  as  harmless  as 
curse  and  mockery.  Once  the  circuit  was  com- 
pleted, and  the  Jewish  lines  reappeared  against  the 
background  of  the  palms;  again  through  ruined 
grove  and  trampled  garden,  where  every  footfall 
crushed  out  fragrance  from  the  fallen  roses;  on 
while  the  midday  sun  rose  to  the  zenith  and  shot 
down  its  scorching  rays,  till  shield  and  helmet 
seemed  to  shrivel  in  its  fiery  grasp,  and  sword  and 
spear  shot  back  a  reflected  defiance. 

And  now  the  sun  was  hastening  down  toward  its 
bed  behind  the  western  horizon.  For  the  seventh 
time  had  Ozias  and  Eleazar  led  their  followers  until 
the  city  walls  had  hidden  them  from  the  straining 
eyes  of  the  waiting  host.  The  moment  was  draw- 
ing near;  and,  as  a  lion  crouching  in  his  sheltering 
thicket,  with  glaring  eyeballs,  bristling  mane,  and 
lashing  tail,  watches  some  tawny  rival  and  his  fierce 
mistress,  so  Israel  waited.  Every  eye  was  fixed 
upon  the  northward  point  of  the  beleaguered  walls, 
until  sight  well  nigh  failed  through  the  very  intent- 
ness  of  the  gaze.  Every  hand  strained  tough  spear- 
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shaft  or  leathern  shield-thong  until  the  weariness  of 
more  than  twenty  combats  fell  upon  cord  and  sinew ; 
and  silence, — such  a  silence  over  all  the  vast  array, 
that  the  very  birds  that  had  retired  trembling  before 
the  human  wave  that  surged  through  their  domains, 
came  forth  warbling  their  even-songs, — and  the  host 
waited. 

It  was  then  that  two  captains  strode  out  before  the 
long  lines,  and  the  eyes  of  men,  relieved,  forsook 
for  an  instant  the  northern  buttresses  of  the  city  to 
look  upon  Joshua  the  son  of  Nun  and  Caleb  the  son 
of  Jephunneh. 

Taller  by  a  head  than  his  comrade,  Joshua  seemed 
a  man  who  had  completed  a  century  of  life — no  life 
of  ease,  of  pampered  indulgence,  of  fondled  luxury ; 
but  of  action,  of  labor,  of  thought,  of  trouble,  aye, 
and  of  suffering.  Yet  the  eye  that  shot  its  piercing 
glances  from  under  shaggy  eyebrows  showed  no 
signs  of  the  rheum  of  age.  The  hand,  from  which 
the  flesh  had  shrunken  away,  showed  no  relaxing 
of  cord  or  muscle  as  it  rested  on  the  hilt  of  .the 
sword  in  its  leathern  scabbard.  The  frame,  spare, 
but  large-boned  and  sinewy,  stood  as  erect  as  when 
its  younger  muscles  had  tugged  and  strained  in  the 
earlier  struggles  of  a  chequered  and  stormy  life. 
The  beard,  long  and  ungrizzled  with  the  hue  of 
youth,  flowed  down  over  mail  and  belt.  A  coarse 
soldier's  mantle  thrown  back  from  the  shoulders 
disclosed  a  corselet  skilfully  wrought  of  quilted 
cloth  strengthened  with  scales  of  brass  overlapping 
each  other  and  extending  almost  to  the  knees. 
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From  under  a  plain  brass  helmet  stray  locks  of 
white  hair  crept  out  to  fall  upon  the  sinewy  neck  or 
half  hide  the  furrows  that  thought  and  suffering  had 
ploughed  in  the  lofty  forehead.  He  bore  neither 
shield  nor  spear,  only  the  short  Jewish  sword  girded 
at  his  side,  and  with  his  hand  from  time  to  time  he 
shaded  his  eyes  that  anxiously  sought  to  face  the 
setting  sun. 

Caleb,  although  in  age  almost  the  equal  of  his 
companion,  yet  seemed  as  though  twenty  years 
might  have  elapsed  between  their  births. 


Evening  was  fast  descending. 

Suddenly  Joshua  stepped  forward  a  pace  with 
head  bent  forward  and  hand  still  shading  his  eyes. 
Far  toward  the  north  and  west  a  small  cloud  of  dust 
rose  slowly,  and  then  the  faint  glitter  of  steel  shot 
out  from  here  and  there  amid  its  sombre  shadow. 
A  low  hum  went  up  from  the  waiting  army. 

Swiftly  the  old  warrior  faced  them  and  raised 
his  hand  in  warning  or  in  menace,  and  the  half- 
articulate  murmur  sunk  away. 

Again  he  turned  toward  the  approaching  cloud, 
now  cloud  no  longer,  but  the  thousand  of  Judah 
pressing  forward  in  full  view,  with  Ozias  at  the 
head;  weary  and  footsore,  yet  eager  and  expectant. 
With  a  hurried  word  to  his  comrade,  Joshua  strode 
forward  to  meet  the  Ark  and  its  escort,  and,  as 
Caleb  passed  back  to  the  host  and  gave  the  long- 
wished-for  word,  the  troops  awoke  to  action.  In 


108     SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

dense  masses,  by  household,  by  family,  by  tribe,  they 
pressed  toward  the  walls. 

The  Ark  had  now  reached  the  centre  of  the  plain, 
and  for  an  instant  the  clamor  of  the  rams'  horns 
sank  into  silence.  Then  a  blast,  so  long,  so  con- 
centrated, so  shrill,  rose  from  the  seven  trumpets, 
that  the  startled  listeners  stood  trembling;  and 
Joshua,  the  captain  of  Israel,  once  more  turned  him 
toward  the  vast  multitude  that  surged  and  swayed 
under  the  long-borne  tension.  His  form  seemed  to 
gain  in  stature.  His  face  shone  with  awe  and 
grandeur.  Even  the  armor  he  bore  shot  brighter 
rays  than  the  midday  sun  had  drawn  from  brass  or 
bronze.  He  lifted  his  arms  high  over  his  head,  and, 
as  the  first  long  blast  died  away,  his  voice  rang 
clear  across  the  plain  with  the  strength  of  a  hun- 
dred men,  and  sharp  and  distinct  the  accents  fell 
upon  five  hundred  thousand  listening  ears :  "  Let 
Israel  shout !  for  the  Lord  hath  delivered  them  into 
our  hands !  " 

And  then  the  very  heavens  seemed  to  wave  and 
shiver,  as  a  roar,  long,  loud,  and  deep,  rose  in  a 
steady  swell,  drowning  the  feeble  trumpets  in  one 
tumultuous  blast  of  gathered  voices.  Zeal,  wor- 
ship, reverence,  the  wrath  of  combat,  and  last  of  all, 
triumph,  were  in  that  shout.  The  earth  reeled  and 
shuddered  beneath  the  awful  acclamation,  and  the 
voice  of  heaven — was  it  the  thunder  of  God  or  an 
echo  from  the  vaulted  skies  themselves?' — hurled 
back  the  sound. 

For   an   instant   every   man    stood    in   his   place 
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stupefied,  spellbound,  with  eyes  that  gazed  but  saw 
nothing;  and  then,  with  one  accord,  they  looked 
upon  the  city,  but  they  saw  it  not. 

A  huge  cloud  of  dust,  thick,  ponderous,  impene- 
trable, hung  over  the  spot;  while  rumbling  echoes 
and  reverberations  rolled  back  from  the  hills — 
echoes  of  other  sounds  than  those  to  which  the 
heavens  and  the  host  of  Israel  had  given  birth — 
the  sounds  of  crumbling  walls,  of  falling  masses  of 
masonry;  and  voices,  not  the  triumphant  shout  of 
besiegers,  but  screams,  shrill  and  prolonged,  where 
intense  terror  strove  with  mortal  anguish,  until  both 
seemed  to  conquer. 

And  now  the  words  of  Joshua,  the  son  of  Nun, 
rose  above  the  dying  clamor :  "  Let  Israel  advance 
up  into  the  city,  every  man  before  him !  " 

All  day  the  crouching  lion  had  lain  in  ambush. 
Then  he  had  prowled  forth  from  his  lair,  with  lash- 
ing tail  and  eager  fangs.  Now  he  sprang!  With 
one  mighty  impulse  the  surging  mass  swept  for- 
ward into  the  murky  cloud  that  still  enveloped  the 
smitten  foe. 

And  then  the  freshening  breeze  of  evening  came 
down  over  the  hills  and  drove  before  it  the  last  safe- 
guard of  a  lost  race,  until,  in  the  yellow  twilight, 
the  people  saw  tower  and  rampart  lying  in  headlong 
ruin.  Where  but  a  moment  before  lofty  wall  and 
buttress  had  reared  their  massive  strength  heaven- 
ward, and  had  proudly  bade  the  bearer  of  spear  and 
shield  "  Be  of  good  cheer !  How  shall  harm  come 
to  ye  unless  the  Gods  of  Israel  can  give  their  war- 
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riors  wings  ?" — there  were  heaps  of  shattered  debris, 
stone,  brick,  and  timber,  and  among  them  now  and 
again  spear  and  shield — aye,  and  grimmer  witnesses 
of  destruction.  Here  an  arm  reached  out  from  be- 
neath heaps  of  rubbish;  there  a  broken  helmet  dis- 
closed a  face  ghastly  and  bloodstained;  for  amid 
that  smoking  mass  lay  the  flower  of  the  city's  sol- 
diery. Hands  that  a  moment  before  had  strained 
the  hilt  of  sword  or  drawn  bowstring,  and  lips  that 
had  scoffed  and  mocked  and  cursed  the  armies  of 
the  invader,  now  rested,  nerveless  and  voiceless, 
beneath  the  guard  on  which  they  had  so  firmly  re- 
lied, while  over  the  still  seething  ruins,  over  buried 
hand  and  silenced  lip,  rolled  the  oncoming  tide  of 
relentless  assault. 

DUFFIELD  OSBORNE 
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DEBORAH'S  SONG 

Warriors  of  Israel !  sheathe  the  sword, 

And  dash  the  waving  plume  away; 
With  triumph  spread  the  festal  board, 

And  shout  on  high  the  joyful  lay. 
Fall'n  is  the  pride  of  Jabin's  host, 

And  ceas'd  the  triumph  of  the  foe; 
Yet  let  not  Israel's  warriors  boast, — 

A  woman's  hand  hath  dealt  the  blow! 


JEPHTHAH'S  DAUGHTER  in 

Frail  though  by  nature  woman  be, 

111  fit  to  lift  th'avenging  rod, 
Yet  is  her  soul  from  weakness  free, 

And  strong,  the  instrument  of  God. 
Loud  is  the  wail  in  Jabin's  band, 

And  deep  the  woe  their  souls  must  feel. 
Where  is  their  chief's  resistless  hand? 

Where  his  proud  arm  and  vengeful  steel  ? 

He  died  a  death  that  none  should  die, 

Whatever  their  deeds,  whatever  their  guilt; 
His  pangs  were  dear  to  woman's  eye; 

By  woman's  hand  his  blood  was  spilt. 
For  him  no  hostile  bow  was  bent, 

For  him  was  drawn  no  foeman's  sword ; 
His  death-place  was  the  peaceful  tent, — 

His  death  the  judgment  of  the  Lord! 

ROBERT  STEPHEN  HAWKER 


39 
JEPHTHAH'S  DAUGHTER 

Judges  xi.  30-31 

She  stood  before  her  father's  gorgeous  tent, 
To  listen  for  his  coming.     Her  loose  hair 
Was  resting  on  her  shoulders,  like  a  cloud 
Floating  around  a  statue,  and  the  wind, 
Just  swaying  her  light  robe,  revealed  a  shape 
Praxiteles  might  worship.     She  had  clasped 
Her  hands  upon  her  bosom,  and  had  raised 
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Her  beautiful  dark  Jewish  eyes  to  Heaven, 

Till  the  long  lashes  lay  upon  her  brow. 

Her  lip  was  slightly  parted,  like  the  cleft 

Of  a  pomegranate  blossom;  and  her  neck, 

Just  where  the  cheek  was  melting  to  its  curve 

With  the  unearthly  beauty  sometimes  there, 

Was  shaded,  as  if  light  had  fallen  off, 

Its  surface  was  so  polished.     She  was  stilling 

Her  light,  quick  breath  to  hear;  and  the  white  rose 

Scarcfe  moved  upon  her  bosom,  as  it  swelled 

To  meet  the  arching  of  her  queenly  neck. 

Her  countenance  was  radiant  with  love ; 

She  looked  like  one  to  die  for  it — a  being 

Whose  whole  existence  was  the  pouring  out 

Of  rich  and  deep  affections. 

Onward  came 

The  leaden  tramp  of  thousands.     Clarion  notes 
Rang  sharply  on  the  ear  at  intervals ; 
And  the  low,  mingled  din  of  mighty  hosts, 
Returning  from  the  battle,  poured  from  far, 
Like  the  deep  murmur  of  a  restless  sea. 
They  came,  as  earthly  conquerors  always  come, 
With  blood  and  splendor,  revelry  and  woe. 
The  stately  horse  treads  proudly — he  hath  trod 
The  brow  of  death  as  well.     The  chariot  wheels 
Of  warriors  roll  magnificently  on — 
Their    weight   hath    crushed    the    fallen.     Man   is 

there — 

Majestic,  lordly  man — with  his  sublime 
And  elevated  brow,  and  godlike  frame; 
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Lifting  his  crest  in  triumph — for  his  heel 
Hath  trod  the  dying  like  a  wine-press  down! 

The  mighty  Jephthah  led  his  warriors  on 

Through  Mizpah's  streets.     His  helm  was  proudly 

set, 

And  his  stern  lip  curled  slightly,  as  if  praise 
Were  for  the  hero's  scorn.     His  step  was  firm, 
But  free  as  India's  leopard ;  and  his  mail, 
Whose  shackles  none  in  Israel  might  bear, 
Was  like  a  cedar's  tassel  on  his  frame. 
His  crest  was  Judah's  kingliest;  and  the  look 
Of  his  dark,  lofty  eye,  and  bended  brow, 
Might  quell  the  lion.     He  led  on ;  but  thoughts 
Seemed  gathering  round  which  troubled  him.     The 

veins 

Grew  visible  upon  his  swarthy  brow, 
And  his  proud  lip  was  pressed  as  if  with  pain. 
He  trod  less  firmly ;  and  his  restless  eye 
Glanced  forward  frequently,  as  if  some  ill 
He  dared  not  meet  were  there.     His  home  was 

near, 

And  men  were  thronging  with  that  strange  delight 
They  have  in  human  passions,  to  observe 
The  struggle  of  his  feelings  with  his  pride. 
He  gazed  intently  forward.     The  tall  firs 
Before  his  door  were  motionless.     The  leaves 
Of  the  sweet  aloe,  and  the  clustering  vines 
Which  half  concealed  his  threshold,  met  his  eye, 
Unchanged  and  beautiful ;  and  one  by  one, 
The  balsam,  with  its  sweet-distilling  stems, 
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And  the  Circassian  rose,  and  all  the  crowd 

Of  silent  and  familiar  things,  stole  up, 

Like  the  recovered  passages  of  dreams. 

He  strode  on  rapidly.     A  moment  more, 

And   he  had   reached   his   home;   when   lo!   there 

sprang 

One  with  a  bounding  footstep  and  a  brow 
Of  light  to  meet  him.     Oh,  how  beautiful ! 
Her  dark  eye  flashing  like  a  sun-lit  gem, 
And  her  luxuriant  hair — 'twas  like  the  sweep 
Of  a  swift  wing  in  visions.     He  stood  still, 
As  if  the  sight  had  withered  him.     She  threw 
Her  arms  about  his  neck ;  he  heeded  not. 
She  called  him  "  Father/'  but  he  answered  not. 
She  stood  and  gazed  upon  him.     Was  he  wroth  ? 
There  was  no  anger  in  that  blood-shot  eye. 
Had  sickness  seized  him?     She  unclasp'd  his  helm, 
And  laid  her  white  hand  gently  on  his  brow, 
And  the  large  veins  felt  stiff  and  hard,  like  cords. 
The  touch  aroused  him.     He  raised  up  his  hands, 
And  spoke  the  name  of  God,  in  agony. 
She  knew  that  he  was  stricken  then,  and  rushed 
Again  into  his  arms,  and  with  a  flood 
Of  tears  she  could  not  stay,  she  sobbed  a  prayer 
That  he  would  breathe  his  agony  in  words. 
He  told  her — and  a  momentary  flush 
Shot  o'er  her  countenance ;  and  then  the  soul 
Of  Jephthah's  daughter  wakened;  and  she  stood 
Calmly  and  nobly  up,  and  said  'twas  well — 
And  she  would  die. 
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The  sun  had  well  nigh  set; 
The  fire  was  on  the  altar,  and  the  priest 
Of  the  High  God  was  there.     A  pallid  man 
Was  stretching  out  his  trembling  hands  to  Heaven, 
As  if  he  would  have  prayed,  but  had  no  words. 
And  she  who  was  to  die,  the  calmest  one 
In  Israel  at  that  hour,  stood  up  alone, 
And  waited  for  the  sun  to  set.     Her  face 
Was  pale,  but  very  beautiful — her  lip 
Had  a  more  delicate  outline,  and  the  tint 
Was  deeper;  but  her  countenance  was  like 
The  majesty  of  angels. 

The  sun  set — 
And  she  was  dead — but  not  by  violence. 

NATHANIEL  P.  WILLIS 
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THE  HEBREW  MOTHER 

I  Samuel  i.  24 

The  rose  was  rich  in  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain, 
When  a  young  mother,  with  her  first-born,  thence 
Went  up  to  Zion,  for  the  boy  was  vowed 
Unto  the  Temple  service.     By  the  hand 
She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while, 
Oft  as  the  dewy  laughter  of  his  eye 
Met  her  sweet,  serious  glance,  rejoiced  to  think 
That  aught  so  pure,  so  beautiful,  was  hers 
To  bring  before  her  God.     So  passed  they  on 
O'er  Judah's  hills ;  and  wheresoever  the  leaves 
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Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  sounds  at  noon, 
Like  lulling  raindrops,  or  the  olive-boughs 
With  their  cool  dimness  crossed  the  sultry  blue 
Of  Syria's  heaven,  she  paused  that  he  might  rest  ; 
Yet  from  her  own  meek  eyelids  chased  the  sleep 
That  weighed  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  sit  and 

watch 

The  crimson  deepening  o'er  his  cheek's  repose, 
As  at  a  red  flower's  heart. 

And  where  a  fount 

Lay  like  a  twilight  star  'mid  palmy  shades, 
Making  its  banks  green  gems  along  the  wilds, 
There  too  she  lingered,  from  the  diamond  wave 
Drawing  bright  water  for  his  rosy  lips, 
And  softly  parting  clusters  of  jet  curls 
To  bathe  his  brow.   At  last  the  Fane  was  reached, — 
The  earth's  one  sanctuary — and  rapture  hushed 
Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  through  the  day, 
It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marble,  steeped 
In  light,  like  floating  gold. 

But  when  that  hour 

Waned  to  the  farewell  moment,  when  the  boy 
Lifted,  through  rainbow-gleaming  tears,  his  eye 
Beseechingly  to  hers,  and  half  in  fear 
Turned  from  the  white-robed  priest,  and  round  her 

arm 

Clung  as  the  ivy  clings — the  deep  spring-tide 
Of  Nature  then  swelled  high,  and  o'er  her  child 
Bending,  her  soul  broke  forth  in  mingled  sound 
Of  weeping  and  sad  song. — "  Alas,"  she  cried, 
"  Alas,  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  is  on  me ; 
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The  bright  tears  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyes, 

And  now  fond  thoughts  arise, 
And  silver  cords  again  to  earth  have  won  me ; 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 

How  shall  I  hence  depart? 

"How  the  lonely  paths  retrace  where  thou  wert 

playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  ? 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride, 

By  every  place  of  flowers  my  course  delaying, 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair, 

Beholding  thee  so  fair ! 

"  And  oh !  the  home  whence  thy  bright  smile  hath 

parted ! 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  sunny  day 

Turned  from  its  door  away? 

While    through    its    chambers    wandering,    weary- 
hearted, 

I  languish  for  thy  voice,  which  past  me  still 
Went  like  a  singing  rill. 

"Under  the  palm-trees  thou  no  more  shalt  meet  me, 
When  from  the  fount  at  evening  I  return, 

With  the  full  water-urn; 
Nor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-like  breathings  greet 

me, 
As  'midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  wake, 

And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake. 
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"  And  thou — will  slumber's  dewy  cloud  fall  round 

thee, 
Without  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  .vainly  spread 
Thine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veil  hath  wound 

thee, 

To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up  in  thy  fear 
A  cry  which  none  shall  hear? 

"What  have  I  said,  my  child?— Will  He  not  hear 

'  thee, 
Who  the  young  ravens  heareth  from  their  nest? 

Shall  He  not  guard  thy  rest, 
And,  in  the  hush  of  holy  midnight  near  thee, 
Breathe  o'er  thy  soul,  and  fill  its  dreams  with  joy? 

Thou  shalt  sleep  soft,  my  boy ! 

"  I  give  thee  to  thy  God — the  God  that  gave  thee, 
A  wellspring  of  deep  gladness  to  my  heart ! 

And  precious  as  thou  art, 

And  pure  as  dew  of  Hermon,  He  shall  have  thee, 
My  own,  my  beautiful,  my  undefiled, 

And  thou  shalt  be  His  child. 

"  Therefore,  farewell ! — I  go — my  soul  may  fail  me. 
As  the  hart  panteth  for  the  water-brooks, 

Yearning  for  thy  sweet  looks — 
But  thou,  my  first-born,  droop  not,  nor  bewail  me ; 
Thou  in  the  shadow  of  the  Rock  shalt  dwell, — 

The  Rock  of  Strength. — Farewell/' 

FELICIA  D.  HEMANS 
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SAUL  AND  DAVID 
I  Samuel  xvi.  23 

Deep  was  the  furrow  in  the  royal  brow, 
When  David's  hand,  lightly  as  vernal  gales 
Rippling  the  brook  of  Kedron,  skimmed  the  lyre : 
He  sung  of  Jacob's  youngest  born,  the  child 
Of  his  old  age,  sold  to  the  Ishmaelite ; 
His  exaltation  to  the  second  power 
In  Pharaoh's  realm ;  his  brethren  thither  sent ; 
Suppliant  they  stood  before  his  face,  well-known, 
Unknowing,  till  Joseph  fell  upon  the  neck 
Of  Benjamin,  his  mother's  son,  and  wept. 
Unconsciously  the  warlike  shepherd  paused ; 
But  when  he  saw,  down  the  yet-quivering  string, 
The  tear-drop  trembling  glide,  abashed,  he  checked, 
Indignant  at  himself,  the  bursting  flood, 
And,  with  a  sweep  impetuous,  swept  the  chords. 
From  side  to  side  his  hands  transversely  glance, 
Like  lightning  'thwart  a  stormy  sea ;  his  voice 
Arises  'mid  the  clang,  and  straightway  calms 
The  harmonious  tempest  to  a  solemn  swell, 
Majestical,  triumphant,  for  he  sings 
Of  Arad's  mighty  host  by  Israel's  arm 
Subdued ;  of  Israel  through  the  desert  led 
He  sings ;  of  him  who  was  their  leader,  called 
By  God  Himself,  from  keeping  Jethro's  flock, 
To  be  a  ruler  o'er  the  chosen  race. 
Kindles  the  eye  of  Saul ;  his  arm  is  poised ; 
Harmless  the  javelin  quivers  in  the  wall. 

JAMES  GRAHAME 
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SONG  OF  TRIUMPH 
I  Samuel  xvii.  52 

Prepare!  your  festal  rites  prepare! 

Let  your  triumphs  rend  the  air ! 

Idol  gods  shall  reign  no  more ; 

We  the  living  God  adore! 

Let  heathen  hosts  on  human  helps  repose, 

Since  Israel's  God  has  routed  Israel's  foes. 

Let  remotest  nations  know 

Proud  Goliath's  overthrow. 
\     Fallen,  Philistia,  is  .thy  trust ; 
\    Dagon  mingles  with  the  dust ! 

Who  fears  the  Lord  of  Glory  need  not  fear 

The  brazen  armor  or  the  lifted  spear. 

See,  the  routed  squadrons  fly ! 

Hark !  their  clamors  rend  the  sky ! 

Blood  and  carnage  stain  the  field! 

See !  the  vanquished  nations  yield ! 

Dismay  and  terror  fill  the  frightened  land, 

V/hile  conquering  David  routs  the  .trembling  band. 

vK'  ' 

Lo,  upon  .the  tented  field, 

Royal  Saul  has  thousands  killed! 

Lo,  upon  th'ensanguined  plain, 

David  has  ten  thousand  slain! 

Let  mighty  Saul  his  vanquished  thousands  tell, 

While  tenfold  triumphs  David's  victories  swell! 

HANNAH    MORE 
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SONG  OF  VICTORY  FOR  THE  DEATH  OF 
GOLIATH 

Strike  with  joy  the  wild  harp's  string, 
God,  O  Israel,  is  your  King ! 
We  have  slain  our  deadliest  foe ; 
David's  arm  hath  laid  him  low. 

Saul  hath  oft  his  thousands  slain, 
His  trophies  have  bedecked  the  plain ; 
But  David's  tens  of  thousands  lie 
On  fields  of  battle,  mounted  high. 

Sound  the  trumpet,  strike  the  string, 
Loud  let  the  song  of  victory  ring ; 
Wreathe  with  glory  David's  brow, — 
He  hath  laid  Goliath  low. 

Mark  him  on  yon  crimson  plain ; 
He  is  conquered,  he  is  slain; 
He  who  lately  rose  so  high, — 
Scoffed  at  man,  and  braved  the  sky. 

Strike  with  joy  the  wild  harp's  string, 
God,  O  Israel,  is  your  King! 
We  have  slain  our  deadliest  foe ; 
David's  arm  hath  laid  him  low. 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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44 
THE  MEETING  OF  DAVID  AND  JONATHAN 

I  Samuel  xviii.  1-3 

All  day  the  battle  raged.    Ere  eventide 
Came  Abner  to  the  tent  of  Saul,  and  cried : 
"  Would'st  thou  this  eve,  O  king,  behold  the  boy 
Whose  single  arm  turned  Israel's  grief  to  joy  ?  " 
"  Yea/'  spake  the  king.    So  Abner  bowed  and  went 
Forth  .to  the  sunlight  from  the  shadowy  tent ; 
And  on  his  spear  leaned  Jonathan  to  greet, 
With  Saul,  the  coming  of  victorious  feet. 

A  little  space  was  silence,  while  the  king 
Bowed  his  huge  forehead  black  and  pondering; 
But  Jonathan,  with  eager  eyes,  afire 
Because  of  this  great  deed,  in  strong  desire 
Gazed  at  the  tent-door.     Then  a  sound  was  heard 
Of  one  who  swiftly  ran,  yet  scarcely  stirred 
The  withered  grass  on  the  parched  sward  without: 
And  far  away  thundered  the  people's  shout 

The  curtain  rose:  in  poured  the  ruddy  sun 
Sphering  a  slender  stripling,  dim  and  dun 
Amid  that  glory,  like  an  olive-tree 
High  on  a  hilltop  you  can  hardly  see 
For  all  the  fire  behind  it.    Round  his  hair, 
Flaming  like  gold,  God  set  the  golden  glare — 
A  coronal  whereof  the  radiance  smote 
Saul's  eyes ;  and  in  the  centre,  like  a  mote, 
Swam  the  sweet  boy's  face,  marvellously  wan 
With  wonder  and  with  awe  for  thinking  on 
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The  miracle  his  sling  and  stone  had  wrought ; 
Since  now  the  deed  was  grown  a  thing  for  thought 
To  feed  on,  much  he  pondered  how  the  Lord 
Had  stayed  him,  trusting  not  to  spear  or  sword. 
Yea,  in  his  hand  the  hideous  bulk  he  swung, 
With  shattered  forehead,  and  with  stiffening  tongue 
Thrust  through  those  spasm-tortured  lips  of  death, 
Seemed  like  a  shape  of  dreams  that  vanisheth 
When  we  awake,  and  lo,  the  morn  is  new 
O'er  field  and  forest  in  the  birth  of  dew. 

The  curtain  fell  behind  him.    Then  he  stood 
In  twilight  at  the  knees  of  Saul,  whose  mood 
Was  troubled.    Next  he  knelt,  and  laid  the  head, 
Tawny  with  tangled  hair,  with  death-drops  red, 
Prone  neath  the  monarch's  stool ;  then  raised  his 

eyes. 

Like  stars  forth-leaning  from  the  western  skies 
That  still  hold  daylight,  wonderful  and  dim, 
They  caught  the  souls  of  those  that  gazed  at  him. 
Saul  loved  him :  but  in  Jonathan  was  stirred 
More  love  than  Saul's  soul  held ;  yet  not  one  word 
As  yet  was  spoken.    Then  the  monarch  cried, 
"  Whose  son  art  thou,  thou  young  man  ?  "    He  re- 
plied, 

"  I  am  thy  servant  Jesse's  son,  who  dwell 
At  Bethlehem." — As  some  still  mountain  well 
Is  silvered  on  its  surface  by  the  slow 
Arising  of  the  full  moon  orbed  and  low, 
From  star-set  peaks  impendent,  so  the  tone 
Of  that  melodious  voice,  thrilling  alone 
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Through  the  tent's  stillness,  changed  the  yearning 

deep 

Within  the  breast  of  Jonathan,  and  sleep 
P^ell  from  his  soul.    A  man  by  love  new-made, 
His  every  hope  upon  the  heart  was  laid 
Of  Jesse's  son.    Then,  as  he  bent  and  burned, 
The  eyes  of  David  on  his  eyes  were  turned ; 
And  in  that  moment  their  twin  lives  became 
The  single  splendor  of  one  fiery  flame, 
Shooting  from  sundered  brands  to  blend  the  might 
Of  married  fires,  and  leap  aloft  with  light. 

JOHN  ADDINGTON  SYMONDS 

45 
DAVID'S  LAMENT 

Let  the  voice  of  the  mourner  be  heard  on  the  moun- 
tain, 

And  woe  breathe  her  sigh  over  Besor's  blue  wave ; 
Upon  Gilboa's  hill  there  is  opened  a  fountain, 

And  its  fast-flowing  stream  is  the  blood  of  the 

brave ! 
Oh !  dry  be  that  hill  from  the  rains  of  the  morning, 

On  its  brow  may  no  dew  of  the  evening  fall, 
But  the  wrarriors  of  Israel,  from  conquest  returning, 

View  herbless  and  withered  the  death-place  of 

Saul ! 
From  the  borders  of  Judah  let  gladness  be  banished, 

Ye  maidens  of  Israel,  be  deep  in  your  woe ; 
For  the  pride  of  the  mighty  in  battle  is  vanished, 

The  chief  of  the  sword,  and  the  lord  of  the  bow. 
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And  long  shall  the  chieftains  of  Gilead  deplore  them, 
And  mourn  .the  dark  fate  of  the  high  and  the 

brave ; 
The  song  of  the  minstrel  will  oft  be  breathed  o'er 

them, 
And  holy  the  tear  that  shall  fall  on  their  grave. 

ROBERT  STEPHEN     HAWKER 
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DAVID  AND  JONATHAN 

On  the  brow  of  Gilboa  is  war's  bloody  stain, 
The  pride  and  the  beauty  of  Israel  is  slain ; 
O  publish  it  not  in  proud  Askelon's  street, 
Nor  tell  it  in  Gath,  lest  in  triumph  they  meet, 

For  how  are  the  mighty  fallen ! 

O  mount  of  Gilboa,  no  dew  shalt  thou  see, 
Save  the  blood  of  the  Philistine  fall  upon  thee ; 
For  the  strong-pinioned  eagle  of  Israel  is  dead, 
Thy  brow  is  his  pillow,  thy  bosom  his  bed! 

O  how  are  the  mighty  fallen ! 

Weep,  daughters  of  Israel,  weep  o'er  his  grave ! 
What  breast  will  now  pity,  what  arm  will  now  save? 
O  my  brother !  my  brother !  this  heart  bleeds  for 

thee, 
For  thou  wert  a  friend  and  a  brother  to  me! 

Ah,  how  are  the  mighty  fallen ! 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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THE  LAMENTATION  OF  DAVID  OVER 
SAUL  AND  JONATHAN 

II  Samuel  i.  19-27 

Thy  beauty,  Israel,  is  fled, 

Sunk  to  the  dead ; 
How  are  the  valiant  fallen !    The  slain 

Thy  mountains  stain. 
Oh,  let  it  not  in  Gath  be  known, 
Nor  in  the  streets  of  Askelon ! 

Lest  that  sad  story  should  excite 

Their  dire  delight ; 
Lest  in  the  torrent  of  our  woe 

Their  pleasure  flow ; 
Lest  their  triumphant  daughters  ring 
Their  cymbals,  and  their  paeans  sing. 

You  hills  of  Gilboa,  never  may 

You  offerings  pay; 
No  morning  dew  nor  fruitful  showers 

Clothe  you  with  flowers ; 
Saul  and  his  arms  there  made  a  spoil, 
As  if  untoucht  with  sacred  oil. 

The  bow  of  noble  Jonathan 

Great  battles  won ; 
His  arrows  on  the  mighty  fed 

With  slaughter  red ; 
Saul  never  raised  his  arm  in  vain, 
His  sword  still  glutted  with  the  slain. 
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How  lovely,  oh,  how  pleasant,  when 

They  lived  with  men ! 
Than  eagles  swifter ;  stronger  far 

Than  lions  are ; 

Whom  love  in  life  so  strangely  tied, 
The  stroke  of  death  could  not  divide. 

Sad  Israel's  daughters,  weep  for  Saul ; 

Lament  his  fall, 
Who  fed  you  with  the  earth's  increase, 

And  crowned  with  peace; 
With  robes  of  Tyrian  purple  deckt, 
And  gems  which  sparkling  light  reflect. 

How  are  Thy  worthies  by  the  sword 

Of  war  devoured ! 
O  Jonathan !  the  better  part 

Of  my  torn  heart! 

The  savage  rocks  have  drunk  thy  blood ; 
My  brother !  oh,  how  kind !  how  good ! 

GEORGE   SANDYS 
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THE  PARABLE  OF  NATHAN  AND  DAVID 
II  Samuel  xii.  1-14 

NATHAN.     "  Thus  Nathan  saith  unto  his  lord,  the 

king: 

There  were  two  men,  both  dwellers  in  one  town ; 
The  one  wras  mighty,  and  exceeding  rich 
In  oxen,  sheep,  and  cattle  of  the  field ; 
The  other  poor,  having  nor  ox  nor  calf, 
Nor  other  cattle,  save  one  little  lamb, 
Which  he  had  bought,  and  nourished  by  his  hand ; 
And  it  grew  up,  and  fed  with  him  and  his, 
And  ate  and  drank  as  he  and  his  were  wont, 
And  in  his  bosom  slept,  and  was  to  him 
As  was  his  daughter  or  his  dearest  child. 
There  came  a  stranger  to  the  wealthy  man, 
And  he  refused  and  spared  to  take  his  own, 
Or  of  his  store  to  dress  or  take  his  meat, 
But  took  .the  poor  man's  sheep — his  only  store — 
And  drest  it  for  this  stranger  in  his  house. 
What,  tell  me,  shall  be  done  to  him  for  this  ?  " 

DAVID.     "  Now,  as  the  Lord  doth  live,  this  wicked 

man 

Is  judged,  and  shall  become  the  child  of  death ; 
Fourfold  to  the  poor  man  he  shall  restore 
That  without  mercy  took  his  lamb  away/' 

NATHAN.      "  Thou    art    the    man,    and   thou    hast 

judged  thyself. 

'  David/  thus  saith  the  Lord,  thy  God,  by  me, 
'  I  thec  anointed  king  in  Israel, 
And  saved  thee  from  the  tyranny  of  Saul ; 
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Thy  master's  house  I  gave  thee  to  possess, 

And  Judah  and  Jerusalem  withal ; 

And  might,  thou  know'st,  had  this  been  too  small, 

Have  given  thee  much  more. 

Wherefore,  then,  hast  thou  gone  so  far  astray 

And  hast  done  evil,  and  sinned  in  my  sight? 

Urias  thou  hast  killed  with  the  sword, — 

Thou  hast  him  slain ;  wherefore,  from  this  day 
forth, 

The  sword  shall  never  go  from  thee  and  thine/  " 
DAVID.     "  Nathan,  I  know  against  the  Lord  I  have 

Sinned,  O  sinned  grievously,  and  lo ! 

'Fore  Heaven's  throne  doth  David  throw  him- 
self." 

NATHAN.     "  David,  stand  up ;  thus  saith  the  Lord 
by  me : 

'  David,  the  king,  shall  live,'  for  He  hath  seen 

The  true  repentant  sorrow  of  thy  heart. 

But  for  thou  hast  in  this  misdeed  of  thine 

Stirred  up  the  enemies  of  Israel 

To  triumph,  and  blaspheme  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  say :    '  He  set  a  wicked  man  to  reign 

Over  His  loved  people  and  His  tribes,' 

The  child  shall  surely  die  that  erst  was  born." 
DAVID.     "  How    just   is   Jacob's    God    in    all    His 
works ! 

But  must  it  die  that  David  loveth  so? — 

Mourn,  Israel ;  weep  in  Sion's  gates ; 

Wither,  ye  cedar  trees  of  Lebanon." 

GEORGE  PEELE 
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DAVID'S  GRIEF  FOR  HIS  CHILD 
II  Samuel  xii.  15-23 

'Twas  daybreak,  and  the  fingers  of  the  dawn 

Drew  .the  night's  curtain,  and  touched  silently 

The  eyelids  of  the  king.    And  David  woke, 

And  robed  himself,  and  prayed.    The  inmates,  now, 

Of  the  vast  palace  were  astir,  and  feet 

Glide'd  along  the  tessellated  floors 

With  a  pervading  murmur,  and  the  fount 

Whose  music  had  been  all  the  night  unheard, 

Played  as  if  light  had  made  it  audible ; 

And  each  one,  waking,  blessed  it  unaware. 

The  fragrant  strife  of  sunshine  with  the  morn 
Sweetened  the  air  to  ecstasy ;  and  now 
The  king's  wont  was  to  lie  upon  his  couch 
Beneath  the  sky-roof  of  the  inner  court, 
And,  shut  in  from  the  world,  but  not  from  Heaven, 
Play  with  his  loved  son  by  the  fountain's  lip ; 
For,  with  idolatry  confessed  alone 
To  the  rapt  wires  of  his  reproofless  harp, 
He  loved  the  child  of  Bath-sheba.    And  when 
The  golden  selvedge  of  his  robe  was  heard 
Sweeping  the  marble  pavement,  from  within 
Broke  forth  a  child's  laugh  suddenly,  and  words — 
Articulate,  perhaps,  to  his  heart  only- 
Pleading  to  come  to  him.     They  brought  the  boy, 
An  infant  cherub,  leaping  as  if  used 
To  hover  with  that  motion  upon  wings, 
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And  marvellously  beautiful !     His  brow 
Had  the  inspired  uplift  of  the  king's, 
And  kingly  was  his  infantine  regard ; 
But  his  ripe  mouth  was  of  the  ravishing  mould 
Of  Bath-sheba's— the  hue  and  type  of  love, 
Rosy  and  passionate — and  oh,  the  moist 
Unfathomable  blue  of  his  large  eyes 
Gave  out  its  light  as  twilight  shows  a  star, 
And  drew  the  heart  of  the  beholder  in  !— 
And  this  was  like  his  mother. 

David's  lips 

Moved  with  unuttered  blessings,  and  awhile 
He  closed  the  lids  upon  his  moistened  eyes, 
And,  with  the  round  cheek  of  the  nestling  boy 
Press'd  to  his  bosom,  sat  as  if  afraid 
That  but  the  lifting  of  his  lids  might  jar 
The  heart-cup's  overfulness.    Unobserved 
A  servant  of  the  outer  court  had  knelt 
Waiting  before  him ;  and  a  cloud,  the  while, 
Had  rapidly  spread  o'er  the  summer  heaven ; 
And,  as  the  chill  of  the  withdrawing  sun 
Fell  on  the  king,  he  lifted  up  his  eyes 
And  frown'd  upon  the  servant — for  that  hour 
Was  hallow'd  to  his  heart  and  his  fair  child, 
And  none  might  seek  him.    And  the  king  arose 
And,  with  a  troubled  countenance,  look'd  up 
To  the  fast  gathering  darkness  ;  and,  behold, 
The  servant  bowed  himself  to  earth,  and  said, 
"  Nathan,  the  prophet,  cometh  from  the  Lord !  " 
And  David's  lips  grew  white,  and  with  a  clasp 


132     SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

Which  wrung  a  murmur  from  the  frightened  child, 

He  drew  him  to  his  breast,  and  covered  him 

With  the  long  foldings  of  his  robe,  and  said, 

"  I  will  come  forth.     Go  now !  "     And  lingeringly, 

With  kisses  on  the  fair  uplifted  brow, 

And  mingled  words  of  tenderness  and  prayer 

Breaking  in  tremulous  accents  from  his  lips, 

He  gave  to  them  the  child,  and  bowed  his  head 

Upon  his  breast  in  agony.    And  so, 

To  hear  the  errand  of  the  man  of  God, 

He  fearfully  went  forth. 


It  was  the  morning  of  the  seventh  day. 
A  hush  was  in  the  palace,  for  all  eyes 
Had  woke  before  the  morn ;  and  they  who  drew 
The  curtains  to  let  in  the  welcome  light, 
Moved  in  their  chambers  with  unslippered  feet, 
And  listened  breathlessly.     And  still  no  stir! 
The  servants  who  kept  watch  without  the  door 
Sat  motionless  ;  the  purple  casement-shades 
From  the  low  windows  had  been  rolled  away, 
To  give  the  child  air ;  and  the  flickering  light 
That  all  the  night,  within  the  spacious  court, 
Had  drawn  the  watchers'  eyes  to  one  spot  only, 
Paled  with  the  sunrise  and  fled  in. 

And  hush'd 

With  more  than  stillness  was  the  room  where  lay 
The  king's  son  on  his  mother's  breast.  His  locks 
Slept  at  the  lips  of  Bath-sheba  unstirr'd — 
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So  fearfully,  with  heart  and  pulse  kept  down, 

She  watched  his  breathless  slumber.    The  low  moan 

That  from  his  lips  all  night  broke  fitfully, 

Had  silenced  with  the  daybreak;  and  a  smile — 

Or  something  that  would  fain  have  been  a  smile — 

Play'd  in  his  parted  mouth ;  and  though  his  lids 

Hid  not  the  blue  of  his  unconscious  eyes, 

His  senses  seemed  all  peacefully  asleep, 

And  Bath-sheba  in  silence  blessed  the  morn 

That  brought  back  hope  to  her !    But  when  the  king 

Heard  not  the  voice  of  the  complaining  child, 

Nor  breath  from  out  the  room,  nor  foot  astir — 

But  morning  there,  so  welcomeless  and  still — 

He  groaned  and  turned  upon  his  face.     The  nights 

Had  wasted ;  and  the  mornings  come ;  and  days 

Crept  through  the  sky,  unnumbered  by  the  king, 

Since  the  child  sicken'd ;  and,  without  the  door, 

Upon  the  bare  earth  prostrate  he  had  lain, 

Listening  only  to  the  moans  that  brought 

Their  inarticulate  tidings,  and  the  voice 

Of  Bath-sheba,  whose  pity  and  caress, 

In  loving  utterance  all  broke  with  tears, 

Spoke  as  his  heart  would  speak  if  he  were  there, 

And  filled  his  prayer  with  agony.    O  God ! 

To  Thy  bright  mercy-seat  the  way  is  far ! 

How  fail  the  weak  words  while  the  heart  keeps  on ! 

And  when  the  spirit,  mournfully,  at  last 

Kneels  at  Thy  throne,  how  cold,  how  distantly, 

The  comforting  of  friends  falls  on  the  ear — 

The  anguish  they  would  speak  to  gone  to  Thee! 
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But  suddenly  the  watchers  at  the  door 
Rose  up,  and  they  who  ministered  within 
Crept  .to  the  threshold,  and  look'd  earnestly 
Where  the  king  lay.    And  still,  while  Bath-sheba 
Held  the  unmoving  child  upon  her  knees, 
The  curtains  were  let  down,  and  all  came  forth, 
And,  gathering  with  fearful  looks  apart, 
Whispered  together. 

And  the  king  arose 

And  gazed  on  them  a  moment,  and  with  voice 
Of  quick,  uncertain  utterance,  he  ask'd, 
"Is   the   child   dead?"     They   answered,   "He   is 

dead !  " 

But  when  they  look'd  to  see  him  fall  again 
Upon  his  face,  and  rend  himself  and  weep — 
For,  while  the  child  was  sick,  his  agony 
Would  bear  no  comforture,  and  they  had  thought 
His  heartstrings  with  the  tidings  must  give  way — 
Behold !  his  face  grew  calm,  and,  with  his  robe 
Gather'd  together  like  his  kingly  wont, 
He  silently  \vent  in. 

And  David  came, 

Robed  and  anointed,  forth,  and  to  the  house 
Of  God  went  up  to  pray.  And  he  return'd, 
And  they  set  bread  before  him,  and  he  ate — 
And  when  they  marvell'd,  he  said,  "  Wherefore 

mourn  ? 

The  child  is  dead,. and  I  shall  go  to  him — 
But  he  will  not  return  to  me." 

ANONYMOUS 
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THE  DEATH  OF  ABSALOM 
II  Samuel  xix.  I 

The  waters  slept.    Night's  silvery  veil  hung  low 

On  Jordan's  bosom,  and  the  eddies  curl'd 

Their  glassy  rings  beneath  it,  like  the  still 

Unbroken  beating  of  the  sleeper's  pulse. 

The  reeds  bent  down  the  stream ;  the  willow  leaves, 

With  a  soft  cheek  upon  the  lulling  tide, 

Forgot  the  lifting  winds ;  and  the  long  stems, 

Whose  flowers  the  water,  like  a  gentle  nurse, 

Bears  on  its  bosom,  quietly  gave  way, 

And  lean'd,  in  graceful  attitudes,  to  rest. 

How  strikingly  the  course  of  nature  tells, 

By  its  light  heed  of  human  suffering, 

That  it  was  fashioned  for  a  happier  world ! 

King  David's  limbs  were  weary.    He  had  fled 

From  far  Jerusalem  ;  and  now  he  stood, 

With  his  faint  people,  for  a  little  rest, 

Upon  the  shores  of  Jordan.    The  light  wind 

Of  morn  was  stirring,  and  he  bared  his  brow 

To  its  refreshing  breath ;  for  he  had  worn 

The  mourner's  covering,  and  he  had  not  felt 

That  he  could  see  his  people  until  now. 

They  gathered  round  him  in  the  fresh  green  bank, 

And  spoke  their  kindly  words ;  and,  as  the  sun 

Rose  up  in  heaven,  he  knelt  among  them  there, 

And  bow'd  his  head  upon  his  hands  to  pray. 

Oh!  when  the  heart  is  full — when  bitter  thoughts 

Come  crowding  thickly  up  for  utterance, 
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And  the  poor  common  words  of  courtesy 

Are  such  an  empty  mockery — how  much 

The  bursting  heart  may  pour  itself  in  prayer ! 

He  pray'd  for  Israel — and  his  voice  went  up 

Strongly  and  fervently.    He  pray'd  for  those 

Whose  love  had  been  his  shield — and  his  deep  tones 

Grew  tremulous.    But,  oh !  for  Absalom — 

For  his  estranged,  misguided  Absalom — 

The  proud,  bright  being,  who  had  burst  away, 

In  all  his  princely  beauty  to  defy 

The  heart  that  cherish'd  him — for  him  he  pour'd. 

In  agony  that  would  not  be  controlled, 

Strong  supplication,  and  forgave  him  there, 

Before  his  God,  for  his  deep  sinfulness. 


The  pall  was  settled.    He  who  slept  beneath 

Was  straightened  for  the  grave ;  and,  as  the  folds 

Sank  to  the  still  proportions,  they  betray'd 

The  matchless  symmetry  of  Absalom. 

His  hair  was  yet  unshorn,  and  silken  curls 

Were  floating  round  the  tassels  as  they  sway'd 

To  the  admitted  air. 

His  helm  was  at  his  feet ;  his  banner,  soil'd 
With  trailing  through  Jerusalem,  was  laid, 
Reversed,  beside  him ;  and  the  jewell'd  hilt, 
Whose  diamonds  lit  the  passage  of  his  blade, 
Rested,  like  mockery,  on  his  cover'd  brow. 
The  soldiers  of  the  king  trod  to  and  fro, 
Clad  in  the  garb  of  battle ;  and  their  chief, 
The  mighty  Joab,  stood  beside  the  bier, 
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And  gazed  upon  the  dark  pall  steadfastly, 
As  if  he  feared  the  slumberer  might  stir. 
A  slow  step  startled  him.    He  grasped  his  blade 
As  if  a  trumpet  rang ;  but  the  bent  form 
Of  David  entered,  and  he  gave  command 
In  a  low  .tone  to  his  few  followers, 
And  left  him  with  the  dead.    The  king  stood  still 
Till  the  last  echo  died ;  then  throwing  off 
The  sackcloth  from  his  brow,  and  laying  back 
The  pall  from  the  still  features  of  his  child, 
He  bow'd  his  head  upon  him,  and  broke  forth 
In  the  resistless  eloquence  of  woe: 

"  Alas  !  my  noble  boy !  that  thou  should'st  die ! 

Thou  who  wert  made  so  beautifully  fair! 
That  death  should  settle  in  thy  glorious  eye, 

And  leave  his  stillness   in  this   clustering  hair ! 
How  could  he  mark  thee  for  the  silent  tomb? 

My  proud  boy,  Absalom ! 

"  Cold  is  thy  brow,  my  son !  and  I  am  chill, 
As  to  my  bosom  I  have  tried  to  press  thee ; 

How  was  I  wont  to  feel  my  pulses  thrill, 

Like  a  rich  harp-string,  yearning  to  caress  thee 

And  hear  thy  sweet  '  My  Father '  from  those  dumb 
And  cold  lips,  Absalom! 

"  But  death  is  on  thee.    I  shall  hear  the  gush 
Of  music,  and  the  voices  of  the  young ; 

And  life  will  pass  me  in  the  mantling  blush, 
And  the  dark  tresses  to  the  soft  winds  flung ; 

But  thou  no  more,  with  thy  sweet  voice,  shalt  come 
To  meet  me,  Absalom ! 
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"  And  oh,  when  I  am  stricken,  and  my  heart, 
Like  a  bruised  reed,  is  waiting  to  be  broken, 

How  will  its  love  for  thee,  as  I  depart, 

Yearn  for  thine  ear  to  drink  its  last  deep  token! 

It  were  so  sweet,  amid  death's  gathering  gloom, 
To  see  thee,  Absalom ! 

"  And  now,  farewell !     Tis  hard  to  give  thee  up — 
With  death  so  like  a  slumber  on  thee — 

And  thy  dark  sin! — Oh!  could  I  drink  the  cup, 
If  from  this  woe  its  bitterness  had  won  thee. 

May  God  have  called  thee,  like  a  wanderer,  home, 
My  lost  boy,  Absalom!  " 

He  covered  up  his  face,  and  bowed  himself 
A  moment  on  his  child;  then,  giving  him 
A  look  of  melting  tenderness,  he  clasp'd 
His  hands  convulsively,  as  if  in  prayer ; 
And,  as  if  strength  were  given  him  of  God, 
He  rose  up  calmly  and  composed  the  pall 
Firmly  and  decently,  and  left  him  there, 
As  if  his  rest  had  been  a  breathing  sleep. 

NATHANIEL  P.  WILLIS 
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RIZPAH 
II  Samuel  xxi.  9-10 

It  is  growing  dark. 

At  such  a  sunset  I  have  been  with  Saul, 

But  saw  it  not.    I  only  saw  his  eyes, 

And  the  wild  beauty  of  his  roaming  locks, 

And — oh !  there  never  was  a  man  like  Saul ! 

Strong  arm,  and  gentle  heart,  and  tender  ways 

To  win  a  woman's  very  soul,  were  his. 

When  he  would  take  my  hand  and  look  on  me, 

And  whisper  "  Rizpah  " — ah,  those  days  are  gone ! 

Why  should  I  weep  ?    Was  I  not  loved  by  Saul  ? 

And  Saul  was  king  of  all  the  land  of  God. 

"  God  save  the  king !  "    But,  hush !  what  noise  was 

that? 

Oh,  Heaven!  to  think  a  mother's  eyes  should  look 
On  such  a  sight!    Away!  vile  carrion-beast! 
Those  are  the  sons  of  Saul — poor  Rizpah's  sons. 
O  my  dead  darlings!    O  my  only  joy! 
O  sweet  twin  treasure  of  my  lonely  life, 
Since  that  most  mournful  day  upon  Gilboa, 
Torn  from  me  thus ! 

I  have  no  tears  to  shed. 
O  God !  my  heart  is  broken !    Let  me  die ! 

Gilboa !    David  wrote  a  song  upon  it, 

And  had  it  put  in  Jasher — "  Weep  for  Saul." 

Armoni  used  to  sing  it  to  his  harp. 
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Poor  blackened  lips ! — 

I  wonder  if  they  dream, 
My  pretty  children — 

Come,  Mephibosheth, 

Here  is  your  father ;  say  "  God  save  the  king !  " 
The  Gibeonites !    Ah  !  that  was  long  ago. 
Why  should  they  die  for  what  they  never  did? 
No,  David  never  would  consent  to  that. 

Whose  son  is   he,   this   youth?     Dost  know   him, 

Abner  ? 
Ha,  ha !  they  shout  again  "  God  save  the  king !  " 

Was  I  asleep?     I  came  not  here  to  sleep. 

O  poor  old  eyes,  sorrow  has  made  you  weak. 

My  sons!    No,  naught  has  touched  them.    O,  how 

cold! 

Cold,  cold !    O  stars  of  God,  have  pity  on  me, 
Poor,  lonely  woman !    O  my  sons,  Saul's  sons ! 
Kind  stars,  watch  with  me ;  let  no  evil  beast 
Rend  that  dear  flesh.    O  God  of  Israel, 
Pardon  my  sins !    My  heart  is  broken ! 

JOHN   READE 
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THE  SONG  OF  DAVID 

II  Samuel  xxii 

He  sang  of  God,  the  mighty  source 
Of  all  things,  the  stupendous  force 
On  which  all  strength  depends ; 
From  whose  right  arm,  beneath  whose  eyes, 
All  period,  power,  and  enterprise 
Commences,  reigns,  and  ends. 

The  world,  the  clustering  spheres  He  made, 
The  glorious  light,  the  soothing  shade, 

Dale,  champaign,  grove,  and  hill, 
The  multitudinous  abyss, 
Where  secrecy  remains  in  bliss, 

And  wisdom  hides  her  skill. 

Tell  them  7  am,  Jehovah  said 

To  Moses,  while  earth  heard  in  dread, 

And,  smitten  to  the  heart, 
At  once,  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  Nature,  without  voice  or  sound, 

Replied,  "  O  Lord,  Thou  art." 

CHRISTOPHER  SMART 
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DAVID'S  THREE  MIGHTY  ONES 
II  Samuel  xxiii.  15 

Faint  on  Rephaim's  sultry  side 

Sat  Israel's  warrior  king; 
"  Oh,  for  one  draught,"  the  hero  cried, 

"  From  Bethlehem's  cooling  spring ! 
From  Bethlehem's  spring,  upon  whose  brink 
My  youthful  knee  bent  down  to  drink ! 

"  I  know  the  spot,  by  yonder  gate, 

Beside  my  father's  home, 
Where  pilgrims  love  at  eve  to  wait, 

And  girls  for  water  come. 
Oh,  for  that  healing  water  now, 
To  quench  my  lip,  to  cool  my  brow ! 

"  But  round  that  gate,  and  in  that  home, 

And  by  that  sacred  well, 
Now  hostile  feet  insulting  roam, 

And  impious  voices  swell. 
The  Philistine  holds  Bethlehem's  halls, 
While  we  pine  here  beneath  its  walls." 

Three  gallant  men  stood  nigh,  and  heard 

The  wish  their  king  expressed ; 
Exchanged  a  glance,  but  not  a  word, 

And  dashed  from  midst  the  rest. 
And  strong  in  zeal,  with  ardor  flushed, 
They  up  the  hill  to  Bethlehem  rushed. 
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The  foe  fast  mustering  to  attack, 

Their  fierceness  could  not  rein ; 
No  friendly  voice  could  call  them  back. 

"  Shall  David  long  in  vain  ? 
Long  for  a  cup  from  Bethlehem's  spring, 
And  none  attempt  the  boon  to  bring  ?  " 

And  now  the  city  gate  they  gain, 

And  now  in  conflict  close ; 
Unequal  odds!  three  dauntless  men 

Against  unnumbered  foes. 
Yet  through  their  ranks  they  plough  their  way 
Like  galleys  through  the  ocean  spray. 

The  gate  is  forced,  the  crowd  is  passed ; 

They  scour  the  open  street, 
While  hosts  are  gathering  fierce  and  fast 

To  block  up  their  retreat. 
Haste  back !  haste  back !  ye  desperate  three ! 
Or  Bethlehem  soon  your  grave  must  be ! 

They  come  again,  and  with  them  bring 

Nor  gems  nor  golden  prey ; 
A  single  cup  from  Bethlehem's  spring 

Is  all  they  bear  away ; 
And  through  the  densest  of  the  train 
Fight  back  their  glorious  way  again. 

O'er  broken  shields  and  prostrate  foes 
They  urge  their  conquering  course. 

Go,  try  the  tempest  to  oppose, 
Arrest  the  lightning's  force ; 

But  hope  not,  Pagans,  to  withstand 

The  shock  of  Israel's  chosen  band ! 
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Hurrah  !  hurrah !  again  they're  free ; 

And  'neath  the  open  sky, 
On  the  green  turf  they  bend  the  knee, 

And  lift  the  prize  on  high ; 
Then  onward  through  the  shouting  throng 
To  David  bear  their  spoil  along. 

All  in  their  blood  and  dust  they  sink 

Full  low  before  their  king. 
"  Again/'  they  cry,  "  let  David  drink 

Of  his  own  silver  spring ; 
And  if  the  draught  our  lord  delight, 
His  servants'  toil  'twill  well  requite." 

With  deep  emotion  David  took 

From  their  red  hands  the  cup ; 
Cast  on  its  stains  a  shuddering  look, 

And  held  it  heavenward  up. 
"  I  prize  your  boon,"  exclaimed  the  king, 
"  But  dare  not  taste  the  draught  you  bring. 

"  I  prize  the  zeal  that  perill'd  life 

A  wish  of  mine  to  crown ; 
I  prize  the  might  that  in  the  strife 

Bore  foes  by  .thousands  down  ; 
But  dare  not  please  myself  with  aught 
By  Israel's  blood  and  peril  bought. 

"  To  Heaven  the  glorious  spoil  is  due ; 

And  His  the  offering  be, 
Whose  arm  hath  borne  you  safely  through, 

My  brave,  but  reckless  three !  " — 
Then  on  the  earth  the  cup  he  poured, 
A  free  libation  to  the  Lord. 

HENRY  FRANCIS  LYTE 
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THE  END  OF  KING  DAVID 
A  LEGEND  OF  THE  TALMUD 

"  Lord,  let  me  know  mine  end,  and  of  my  days 
The  number,  that  I  may  be  certified 
How  long  I  have  to  live !  "    So  prayed,  in  heat, 
The  monarch  after  God's  own  heart,  whose  son 
Was  wiser  than  himself.    The  Voice  Divine 
Made  answer :    "  I  have  set  behind  a  veil 
From  man  the  knowledge  of  his  time  of  death. 
That  he  must  die  he  knows,  and  knows  enough." 
But  David  wrestled  with  the  Lord  in  prayer: 
"  Let  me  but  know  the  measure  of  my  days ! " 
And  God  said :    "  Of  the  measure  of  his  days 
May  no  man  know."    Yet  David  urged  again 
The  Lord :    "  I  do  beseech  Thee,  let  me  know 
When  I  shall  cease  to  be."    "  Thy  time,"  said  God, 
"  Shall  come  upon  a  Sabbath ;  ask  no  more." 
"  Nay,  not  upon  Thy  Sabbath-day,  O  Lord," 
Cried  David,  "  let  Thy  servant  meet  his  end ; 
Upon  the  morrow  following  let  me  die !  " 
And  God  once  more  made  answer :     "  I  have  said ! 
The  reigns  of  kings  are  pre-ordained,  nor  may 
By  so  much  as  the  breadth  of  one  thin  hair 
Be  lengthened  or  diminished.     Solomon, 
Thy  son,  upon  the  Sabbath  mounts  thy  throne; 
I  may  not  take  from  him  to  add  to  thee." 
"  Nay,  then,"  said  David,  "  let  me  die,  O  Lord, 
The  day  before ;  for,  in  Thy  courts,  one  day 
Is  better  than  a  thousand  spent  elsewhere !  " 
10 
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And  God  made  final  answer :    "  Nor  from  thee 
To  add  to  him.     But  know  thou  this — one  day 
Spent  by  thee  in  the  study  of  My  law 
Shall  find  more  favor  in  My  sight  than  steam 
And  savor  of  burnt-offerings  thousandfold 
That  Solomon,  thy  son,  shall  sacrifice." 
And  the  Lord  ceased ;  and  David  held  his  peace ; 
But  ever  after,  when  the  Sabbath  dawned, 
Till  sunset  followed  sunrise,  sate  the  king — 
The  volume  of  the  Book  upon  his  knees — 
Absorbed  in  meditation  and  in  prayer, 
So  to  be  found  what  time  his  hour  should  come ; 
And  many  a  week  the  Sabbath  came  and  went. 
About  the  rearward  of  the  palace  grew 
An  orchard  trimly  planted, — to  the  sense 
Pleasant  with  sight  and  smell  and  grateful  shade 
In  summer  noons,- — and,  beyond  this  again, 
Such  lodging  as  the  king  should  give  the  steeds 
That  draw  his  royal  chariot,  and  the  hounds 
That,  for  his  pastime,  in  the  forest  rouse 
The  lion  from  his  lair.    And  lo !  it  chanced 
One  Sabbath  morn,  the  slave  whose  office  'twas 
To  tend  King  David's  kennels,  in  his  task 
Had  made  default,  and  left  the  unfed  hounds 
Howling  for  hunger.    So  their  cry  disturbed 
The  king,  who  knew  it  not.    And  David  rose, 
And  put  aside  the  volume,  and  in  haste 
Passed  through  the  postern  to  the  orchard  plot, 
Seeking  the  uproar's  cause.    And  as  his  foot 
O'erstepped  the  threshold,  there  he  fell  down — dead ! 
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Then  straightway  in  hot  haste  the  news  was  brought 

To  Solomon,  wrho  all  the  Rabbis  called 

To  sudden  council.    "  Tell  me,"  said  the  king, 

"  Ye  sages  of  the  law ;  my  father  lies 

Dead  in  his  orchard,  and  the  Sabbath  yet 

Lacks  many  hours  of  ending ;  were  it  well 

To  raise  and  bear  the  body  now  at  once 

To  the  corpse-chamber,  or  to  let  it  lie 

There  until  set  of  sun  ?    And  lo !  his  hounds 

Howl  for  their  food ;  may  I  cut  meat  for  them 

Upon  the  Sabbath-day  ?  "    And  with  one  voice    . 

The  Rabbis  answered :     "  Let  the  Sabbath  close 

Ere  thou  lift  up  the  king  thy  father's  corpse ; 

But  thou  may'st  carve  their  portion  for  the  hounds." 

So  until  sunset,  in  the  orchard  lay 
The  king  untcnded ;  but  the  hounds  were  fed ; 
And  Solomon  said  only,  "  Yea !  a  dog 
Alive  is  worthier  than  a  lion  dead !  " 

ANONYMOUS 


55 
DAVID,  KING  OF  ISRAEL 

There  never  was  a  specimen  of  manhood  so  rich 
and  ennobled  as  David,  the  son  of  Jesse,  whom 
others  haply  may  have  equalled  in  single  features 
of  his  character ;  but  such  a  combination  of  manly, 
heroic  qualities,  such  a  flush  of  generous,  Godlike 
excellencies,  hath  never  yet  been  seen  embodied  in  a 
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single  man.  His  Psalms,  to  speak  as  a  man,  do 
place  him  in  the  highest  rank  of  lyrical  poets,  as 
they  set  him  above  all  the  inspired  writers  of  the 
Old  Testament, — equalling  in  sublimity  the  flights 
of  Isaiah  himself,  and  revealing  the  cloudy  mystery 
of  Ezekiel ;  but  in  love  of  country,  and  glorying  in 
its  heavenly  patronage,  surpassing  them  all.  And 
where  are  there  such  expressions  of  the  varied  con- 
ditions into  which  human  nature  is  cast  by  the  acci- 
dents of  Providence,  such  delineations  of  deep  afflic- 
tion and  inconsolable  anguish,  and  anon  such  joy, 
such  rapture,  such  revelry  of  emotion  in  the  worship 
of  the  living  God !  such  invocations  .to  all  nature, 
animate  and  inanimate,  such  summonings  of  the 
hidden  power  of  harmony  and  of  the  breathing  in- 
struments of  melody !  Single  hymns  of  this  poet 
would  have  conferred  immortality  upon  any  mortal, 
and  borne  down  his  name  as  one  of  the  most  favored 
of  the  sons  of  men. 

But  it  is  not  the  writings  of  the  man  which 
strike  us  with  such  wonder,  as  the  actions  and 
events  of  his  wonderful  history.  He  was  a  hero 
without  a  peer,  bold  in  battle  and  generous  in  vic- 
tory ;  never  overcome  by  distress  or  by  triumph. 
Though  hunted  like  a  wild  beast  among  the  moun- 
tains, and  forsaken  like  a  pelican  in  the  wilderness 
by  the  country  whose  army  he  had  delivered  from 
disgrace,  and  by  the  monarch  whose  daughter  he 
had  won,  whose  son  he  had  bound  to  him  with  cords 
of  brotherly  love,  and  whose  own  soul  he  was  wont 
to  charm  with  the  sacredness  of  his  minstrelsy,  he 
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never  indulged  malice  or  revenge  against  his  un- 
natural enemies.  Twice,  at  the  peril  of  his  life,  he 
brought  his  blood-hunter  within  his  power,  and 
twice  he  spared  him,  and  would  not  be  persuaded 
.to  injure  a  hair  upon  his  head, — who,  when  he  fell 
in  high  places,  was  lamented  over  by  David  with  the 
bitterness  of  a  son,  and  his  death  avenged  upon 
the  sacrilegious  man  who  had  lifted  his  sword 
against  the  Lord's  anointed.  In  friendship  and 
love,  and  also  in  domestic  affections,  he  was  not 
less  notable  than  in  heroic  endowments ;  and  in  piety 
to  God  he  was  most  remarkable  of  all.  He  had  to 
flee  from  his  bedchamber  in  the  dead  of  night; 
his  friendly  meetings  had  to  be  concerted  upon  the 
perilous  edge  of  captivity  and  death ;  his  food  he 
had  to  seek  at  the  risk  of  sacrilege;  for  a  refuge 
from  death,  to  cast  himself  upon  the  people  of  Gath, 
to  counterfeit  idiocy,  and  become  the  laughing-stock 
of  his  enemies.  And  who  shall  tell  of  his  hidings  in 
the  cave  of  Adullam,  and  of  his  wanderings  in  the 
wilderness  of  Ziph, — in  the  weariness  of  which  he 
had  power  to  stand  before  his  armed  enemy  with  all 
his  host,  and,  by  the  generosity  of  his  deeds  and  the 
affectionate  language  which  flowed  from  his  lips,  to 
melt  into  childlike  weeping  the  obdurate  spirit  of 
King  Saul  ?  King  David  was  a  man  extreme  in  all 
his  excellencies, — a  man  of  the  highest  strain, 
whether  for  counsel,  for  expression,  or  for  action, — 
in  peace  and  in  war,  in  exile  and  on  the  throne. 
That  such  a  warm  and  ebullient  spirit  should  have 
given  way  before  the  tide  of  its  affections,  we 
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wonder  not.  We  rather  wonder  that,  tried  by  such 
extremes,  his  mighty  spirit  should  not  more  often 
have  burst  control,  and  done  vengeance  on  the  con- 
queror, the  avenger,  and  the  destroyer. 

To  conceive  aright  the  gracefulness  and  strength 
of  King  David's  character,  we  must  draw  him  into 
comparison  with  others  in  a  similar  condition,  and 
then  we  shall  see  what  hero  in  the  world  can  vie 
with  him.  Conceive  a  man  who  had  saved  his 
country  and  clothed  himself  with  gracefulness  and 
renown  in  the  sight  of  all  the  people  by  the  chivalry 
of  his  deeds,  won  for  himself  intermarriage  with  the 
royal  line,  and  by  unction  of  the  Lord's  prophet 
been  set  apart  to  the  throne  itself ;  conceive  such  a 
one  driven  with  fury  from  house  and  hold,  and 
through  tedious  years  deserted  of  every  stay  but 
Heaven,  with  no  soothing  sympathies  of  quiet  life, — 
harassed  forever  between  famine  and  the  edge  of 
the  sword,  and  kept  in  savage  holds  and  deserts,  and 
tell  us,  in  the  annals  of  men,  of  one  so  disappointed, 
so  bereaved  and  straitened,  maintaining  not  forti- 
tude alone,  but  a  sweet  composure ;  inditing  praise 
to  no  avenging  Deity,  and  couching  songs  in  no 
revengeful  mood,  according  with  his  outcast  and 
unsocial  life,  but  inditing  praises  to  the  God  of 
mercy, — not,  indeed,  without  the  burst  of  sorrow 
and  the  complaint  of  solitariness,  and  prophetic 
warnings  to  his  bloodthirsty  foes,  but  ever  closing 
in  sweet  preludes  of  good  to  come,  and  desire  of 
present  contentment.  Find  us  such  a  one  in  the 
annals  of  men,  and  we  yield  the  argument  of  this 
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controversy.  Men  there  have  been,  driven  before 
the  wrath  of  kings  .to  wander  outlaws  and  exiles, 
whose  musings  and  actings  have  been  recorded  to 
us  in  the  minstrelsy  of  their  native  land.  Draw 
these  songs  of  the  exile  into  comparison  with  the 
Psalms  of  David,  and  know  the  spirit  of  the  man 
after  God's  own  heart  ;  the  stern  defiance  of  the 
one,  with  the  tranquil  acquiescence  of  the  other  ; 
the  deep  despair  of  the  one,  with  the  rooted  trust 
of  the  other  ;  the  vindictive  imprecations  of  the  one, 
with  the  tender  regret  and  forgiveness  of  the  other. 
Show  us  an  outlaw  who  never  spoiled  the  country 
which  had  forsaken  him,  nor  turned  his  hand  in  self- 
defence  or  revenge  against  his  persecutors,  —  yea, 
lifted  up  his  arm  in  behalf  of  that  mother  who  had 
cast  her  son  away  from  her  bosom,  and  held  him 
at  a  distance  from  her  love,  and  raised  the  rest  of 
her  family  to  hunt  him  to  the  death  ;  in  the  defiance 
of  that  thankless,  unnatural  mother-country,  find 
us  such  a  repudiated  son  lifting  up  his  arm  and 
spending  his  vigor  in  smiting  and  utterly  discom- 
fiting her  enemies,  whose  spoils  he  kept  not  to  enrich 
himself  and  his  ruthless  followers,  but  dispensed  to 
comfort  her  and  her  happier  children.  Find  us, 
among  the  Themistocles  and  Coriolani  and  Crom- 
wells  and  Napoleons  such  a  man,  and  we  will  yield 
the  argument  of  this  controversy  which  we  main- 
tain for  the  peerless  son  of  Jesse. 

But  we  fear  that  no  such  other  man  is  to  be  found 
in  the  recorded  annals  of  men.  Though  he  rose 
from  the  peasantry  to  fill  the  throne,  and  enlarge 
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the  borders  of  his  native  land,  he  gave  himself 
neither  to  ambition  nor  to  glory ;  though  basely 
treated,  he  gave  not  way  to  despondency  or  revenge ; 
though  of  the  highest  genius  in  poetry,  he  gave  it 
not  license  to  sing  his  own  deeds,  nor  to  ennoble  any 
worldly  sentiment  or  attachment  of  the  human  heart, 
however  virtuous  or  honorable,  but  constrained  it 
to  sing  the  praises  of  God  and  the  victories  of  the 
right  hand  of  the  Lord  of  hosts,  and  His  admirable 
works.which  are  old  from  everlasting. 

The  force  of  his  character  was  vast,  and  the  scope 
of  his  life  was  immense.  His  harp  was  full-stringed, 
and  every  angel  of  joy  or  of  sorrow  swept  over  .the 
chords  as  he  passed,  but  the  melody  always  breathed 
of  Heaven.  And  such  oceans  of  affection  lay  within 
his  breast  as  could  not  always  slumber  in  their  calm- 
ness; for  the  hearts  of  a  hundred  men  strove  and 
struggled  together  within  the  narrow  confines  of 
his  single  heart.  And  will  the  scornful  man  have 
no  sympathy  for  one  so  conditioned,  but  scorn  him 
because  he  ruled  not  with  constant  quietness  the 
unruly  host  of  divers  natures  which  dwelt  within 
his  soul?  Of  self-command  he  surely  will  not  be 
held  deficient  who  endured  Saul's  javelin  to  be  so 
often  launched  at  him,  while  the  people  without 
were  willing  to  hail  him  king;  who  endured  all 
bodily  hardships  and  taunts  of  his  enemies  when 
revenge  was  in  his  hand,  and  ruled  his  desperate 
band,  and  restrained  them  from  their  country's 
injury.  But  that  he  should  be  able  to  enact  all 
characters  without  a  fault,  the  simple  shepherd,  the 
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conquering  hero,  and  the  romantic  lover ;  the  perfect 
friend,  the  innocent  outcast,  and  the  royal  monarch ; 
the  poet  and  the  prophet ;  and  withal  the  man,  the 
man  of  vast  soul,  who  played  not  these  parts  by 
turns,  but  was  the  original  of  them  all,  and  wholly 
present  in  them  all,— oh !  that  he  should  have  ful- 
filled this  high-priesthood  of  humanity,  this  uni- 
versal ministry  of  manhood,  without  an  error,  were 
more  than  human !  With  the  defence  of  his  back- 
slidings,  which  he  hath  himself  more  keenly  scru- 
tinized, more  clearly  discerned  against,  and  more 
bitterly  lamented  than  any  of  his  censors,  we  do  not 
charge  ourselves ;  but  if,  when  he  became  convinced 
of  these  acts,  he  be  found  less  true  to  God,  and  to 
righteousness  ;  indisposed  to  repentance,  and  sorrow, 
and  anguish ;  exculpatory  of  himself ;  stout-hearted 
in  his  courses ;  a  formalist  in  his  penitence,  or  in 
any  way  less  worthy  in  those  .than  in  the  rest  of  his 
infinite  moods,  then  let  his  Psalms  become  legends 
or  what  you  please.  But  if  those  penitential  Psalms 
lay  bare  the  iron  ribs  of  misery  whereon  the  very 
heart  dissolveth, — then,  we  say,  let  us  keep  these 
records  of  the  Psalmist's  grief  and  despondency  as 
the  most  precious  of  his  utterances. 

EDWARD   IRVING 
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56 
SOLOMON  AND  HIS  SAGES 

One  day  the  Queen  of  Sheba  gave  Solomon  a 
ring,  with  many  Score  of  oxen.  She  bade  him 
bestow  it  on  the  wisest  of  his  sages.  So  Solomon 
commanded  his  wise  men  to  appear  before  him  on 
the  feast  of  the  full  moon.  They  came  from  Bethel 
and  Dan,  the  court  and  the  school  of  the  prophets. 

Then  King  Solomon,  arrayed  in  his  regal  robes, 
sat  on  his  throne,  the  sceptre  of  Israel  in  his  right 
hand.  The  Queen  of  Sheba  sat  beside  him.  He 
commanded  his  sages  to  speak.  Many  opened  their 
mouths,  and  discoursed  most  eloquently ;  they  told 
of  many  things.  The  eyes  of  the  queen  shone  like 
dew-drops  which  quiver  at  sunrise  on  the  peach- 
blossoms.  Solomon  was  sad. 

At  last  one  arose  of  courtly  mien.  He  told  of 
wondrous  cities  in  far-off  lands ;  how  the  sun  scalds 
the  dew  in  Sahara ;  how  it  forsakes  the  chill  North 
for  whole  months,  leaving  the  cold  moon  in  its 
place;  he  spoke  of  the  fleets  that  go  down  to  the 
sea ;  he  told  how  they  weave  wax  at  Tyrus,  spin 
gold  at  Ophir ;  of  the  twisted  shell  that  comes  from 
Oroba,  and  the  linen  in  Egypt  that  endures  the  fire ; 
he  spoke  of  fleets,  of  laws,  of  the  art  that  makes 
men  happy. 

"  Truly,  he  is  wise,"  said  the  king.  "  But  let 
others  speak." 

Another  came  forth;  he  was  young  in  years,  his 
cheek  was  burning  with  enthusiasm,  the  fire  of 
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genius  shone  in  his  eye,  like  the  day-star  when  all 
the  others  are  swallowed  up  in  light.  He  spoke  of 
the  works  of  the  great  One ;  told  how  the  cedar  of 
Lebanon,  when  the  sun  kisses  its  forehead,  lifts 
up  its  great  arms  with  a  shout,  shaking  off  the 
feathery  snow  in  winter,  or  the  pearly  dew  of 
autumn,  to  freshen  the  late  river  that  glistens  at  its 
foot.  He  spoke  of  the  elephant,  the  antelope,  the 
jackal,  the  camel,  the  eagle ;  he  knew  them  all. 
He  told  of  the  fish  that  make  glad  the  waters  as  the 
seasons  dance  and  frolic  round  about  their  heads. 
He  sang  in  liquid  softness  of  the  daughters  of  air 
who  melt  the  heaven  into  song ;  he  rose  to  the  stars, 
spoke  of  old  chaos,  of  the  world,  of  the  ladder 
Jacob  saw. 

"  He  is  wiser  than  Solomon,"  said  the  king ;  "  to 
him  belongs  the  prize." 

But  at  that  moment  some  men  in  humble  garb 
brought  a  stranger  unwillingly  along.  His  raiment 
was  poor,  but  comely  and  snow-white.  The  seal 
of  labor  was  on  his  hand ;  the  dust  of  travel  covered 
his  sandals.  His  beard,  long  and  silvery,  went  down 
to  his  girdle ;  a  sweet  smile,  like  a  sleeping  infant's, 
sat  unconscious  on  his  lip.  As  he  leaned  on  his 
shepherd's  staff  in  the  gay  court,  a  blush  stole  over 
his  cheek. 

"  Speak,"  said  the  king. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say,"  exclaimed  the  hoary 
man.  "  I  know  only  how  unwise  and  frail  I  am. 
I  am  no  sage." 
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And  Solomon's  countenance  rose.  "  By  the 
sceptre  of  Elshaddai,  I  charge  thee  to  speak,  thou 
ancient  man." 

Then  he  began:  "  My  study  is  myself;  my  acts, 
my  sentiments.  I  learn  how  frail  I  am ;  I  of  myself 
can  know  nothing.  I  listen  to  that  voice  within,  and 
I  know  all;  I  can  do  all."  Then  he  spoke  of  his 
glees,  his  glooms,  and  his  hopes ;  his  aspirations,  his 
faith.  He  spoke  of  nature,  the  modest  trees,  the 
pure,  golden  stars.  When  he  came  to  Him  who  is 
All  in  All,  he  bowed  his  face  and  was  dumb. 

"  Give  him  the  ring,"  said  Solomon.  "  He  knows 
himself ;  he  is  the  wisest.  The  spirit  of  the  Holy 
is  in  him." 

"  Take  back  thy  gift,"  said  the  sage ;  "  I  need  it 
not.  He  that  knows  himself  needs  no  reward, — 
he  knows  God,  he  sees  the  All  of  things.  Alas!  I 
do  but  feebly  know  myself — I  deserve  no  ring. 
Let  me  return  to  my  home  and  my  duty." 

ANONYMOUS 


57 
SOLOMON  AND  THE  SOWER 

In  open  field  King  Solomon 
Beneath  the  sky  sets  up  his  throne ; 
He  sees  a  sower,  walking,  sowing, 
On  every  side  the  seed-corn  throwing. 
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"  What  dost  thou  there  ?  "  exclaimed  the  king ; 
"  The  ground  here  can  no  harvest  bring ; 
Break  off  from  such  unwise  beginning, — 
Thou'lt  get  no  crop  that's  worth  the  winning.-" 

The  sower  hears ;  his  arm  he  sinks, 
And,  doubtful,  he  stands  still  and  thinks ; 
Then  goes  he  forward,  strong  and  steady, 
For  the  wise  king  this  answer  ready : — 

"  I've  nothing  else  but  this  one  field ; 
I've  watched  it,  labored  it  and  tilled. 
What  further  use  of  pausing,  guessing? 
The  corn  from  me, — from  God  the  blessing." 

FRIEDRICH   RUECKERT 
Translation  from  the  German  by  N.  L.  Frothingham 

58 
SOLOMON  AND  THE  ANT 

Say  Ar-Raheem !  call  Him  "  Compassionate," 
For  He  is  pitiful  to  small  and  great. 
'Tis  written  that  the  serving-angels  stand 
Beside  God's  throne,  ten  myriads  on  each  hand, 
Waiting,    with    wings    outstretched    and    watchful 

eyes, 

To  do  their  Master's  heavenly  embassies. 
Quicker   than  thought   His   high   commands   they 

read, 

Swifter  than  light  to  execute  them  speed ; 
Bearing  the  word  of  power  from  star  to  star, 
Some  hither  and  some  thither,  near  and  far. 
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And  unto  these  naught  is  too  high  or  low, 
Too  mean  or  mighty,  if  He  wills  it  so ; 
Neither  is  any  creature,  great  or  small, 
Beyond  His  pity,  which  embraceth  all, 
Because  His  eye  beholdeth  all  which  are ; 
Sees  without  search,  and  counteth  without  care. 
*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

Thus  it  is  written ;  and  moreover  told 

How  Gabriel,  watching  by  the  gates  of  gold, 

Heard  'from  the  Voice  Ineffable  this  word 

Of  twofold  mandate  uttered  by  the  Lord : 

"  Go  earthward !  pass  where  Solomon  hath  made 

His  pleasure-house,  and  sitteth  there  arrayed, 

Goodly  and  splendid — whom  I  crowned  the  king — 

For  at  this  hour  my  servant  doth  a  thing 

Unfitting;  out  of  Nisibis  there  came 

A  thousand  steeds  with  nostrils  all  aflame 

And  limbs  of  swiftness,  prizes  of  the  fight; 

Lo!  these  are  led,  for  Solomon's  delight, 

Before  the  palace,  where  he  gazeth  now, 

Filling  his  heart  with  pride  at  that  brave  show; 

So  taken  with  the  snorting  and  the  tramp 

Of  his  war-horses  that  Our  silver  lamp 

Of  eve  is  swung  in  vain, — Our  warning  Sun 

Will  sink  before  his  sunset  prayer's  begun ; 

So  shall  the  people  say,  '  This  king,  our  lord, 

Loves  more  the  long-maned  trophies  of  his  sword 

Than  the  remembrance  of  his  God.'    Go  in ! 

Save  thou  my  faithful  servant  from  such  sin. 

"  Also,  upon  the  slope  of  Arafat, 
Beneath  a  lote-tree  which  is  fallen  flat, 
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Toileth  a  yellow  ant  who  carrieth  home 

Food  for  her  nest,  but  so  far  hath  she  come, 

Her  worn  feet  fail,  and  she  will  perish,  caught 

In  the  falling  rain ;  but  thou,  make  the  way  naught 

And  help  her  to  her  people  in  the  cleft 

Of  the  black  rock." 

Silently  Gabriel  left 

The  Presence,  and  prevented  the  king's  sin, 
And  holp  the  little  ant  at  entering  in. 

O  Thou  whose  love  is  wide  and  great, 
We  praise  Thee,  "  The  Compassionate." 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 
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Of  all  the  kings  of  fallen  earth, 

The  sun  has  never  shone 
On  one  to  match  in  power  and  worth 

With  ancient  Solomon. 

Master  of  Genii  and  of  Men, 

He  ruled  o'er  sea  and  land ; 
Nor  bird  in  nest,  nor  beast  in  den, 

Was  safe  from  his  command. 

So  passed  he,  gloriously  arrayed, 

One  morning,  to  review 
The  creatures  God  on  earth  has  made, 

And  give  Him  homage  due. 
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Well  busied  in  a  valley  near, 

A  troop  of  ants  perceived 
The  coming  pomp,  and,  struck  with  fear, 

Death  close  at  hand  believed. 

They  cried:     "What  care  the   King   and   Priests 

That  here  in  splendor  meet ; 
What  care  .the  Genii,  birds  or  beasts, 

For  us  beneath  their  feet? 

"For, what  are  we  to  them,  and  who 

Shall  check  their  mighty  way? 
Fly  to  your  inmost  homes,  or  rue 

The  glory  of  to-day." 

The  son  of  David's  wondrous  ear 

No  haughty  mood  beguiled ; 
He,  bent  the  Ant's  small  voice  to  hear, 

Beneficently  smiled, 

And  prayed :   "  O  God !  the  great,  the  good ; 

Of  kings  Almighty  King ! 
Preserve  my  progress  free  from  blood, 

Or  hurt  to  loving  thing ! 

"  Comfort  these  humble  creatures'  fear ; 

Let  all  Thy  servants  know 
That  I,  Thy  servant  too,  am  here 

Thy  power,  not  mine,  to  show. 

"That,  'mid  the  tumult  and  the  tread 

Of  myriads,  I  will  guard 
Secure  from  hurt  each  little  head, 

As  Thou  wilt  me  reward." 
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And  thus  the  Ants  that  marvellous  scene 

Beheld,  as  glad  a  throng, 
As  if  their  tiny  forms  had  been 

The  strongest  of  .the  strong. 

LORD  HOUGHTON   (RICHARD  MONCKTON  MILNES) 
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SOLOMON'S  SIGNET 

Wot  ye  of  Solomon's  signet,  graved  of  a  sapphire 

in  gold, 
Graved  with  the  great  name  of  God,  writ  on  the 

blue  of  the  stone  ? 
Wisdom  and  riches  and  power  had  he  who  that 

treasure  did  hold ; 

Safe  in  the  strength  of  the  signet  he  sate  on  his 
ivory  throne. 

Only  King  Solomon  knew  how  the  dread  letters  did 

flow, 
What  was  the  breathing  of  Aleph,  where  came  the 

whispering  Yod; 
When  he  spake  the  Ineffable  Word,  the  sea-winds 

at  bidding  would  blow  ; 

And  the  hills  yield  their  iron,  and  jewels,  and  gold, 
at  the  naming  of  God. 

And  out  of  the  void  of  the  sky,  and  up  from  the 

gulfs  and  the  capes, 

And  forth  from  the  caverns  of  earth,  and  down 
from  the  mountains  of  flame, 
ii 
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Flocked  Demons  with  wonderful  wings,  and  Ifreet 

of  horrible  shape, 

And  Djins,  with  red  eyes  made  of  fire;  Divs, 
Peris,  and  Giants,  they  came. 

They  came,  at  the  call  of  The  Name,  from  Kaf,  that 

engirdles  the  seas ; 
From  the  gloom  of  the  tombs  in  the  graveyard, 

from  ruins  on  desolate  ground; 
From  the  pool  and  the  marsh  and  the  forest ;  from 

poisonous  blossoms  and  trees ; 
Monstrous  or  dwarfish, — constrained,  enchained, 
subdued  by  a  sound; 

The  sound  of  the  title  of  Allah,  spoken  so  as  the 

Angels  speak; — 
Nor   spirits   uncomely   only,   and   evil;   ethereal 

bands 
Thronged  down  from  their  heavenly  houses,  the 

great  King's  service  to  seek, 
Hearing  that  nameless   Name  which  all  things 
living  commands. 

And  the  fowl  and  the  beast  were  fain  to  gather, 

each  creature  by  each, 
When  Solomon  summoned  hereby,  pronouncing 

the  mystical  words. 
Moreover,  their  dumb  mouths  opened,  and  the  fly 

and  the  bee  had  a  speech ; 

And  he  knew  the  heart  of  the  lions,  and  learned 
the  mind  of  the  birds. 
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Thus  is  it  writ  how  he  marched  by  Tayf  from  the 
.     Syrian  land 
Through  the  "  Valley  of  Ants  "  and  heard  the  cry 

of  that  people  of  clay, 
"  Hide   ye !   hide   in   the   earth !   for  there  passeth 

Solomon's  band ; 

We  are  many  and  wise,  but  we  die,  if  the  king's 
foot  cometh  this  way." 

And  he  laughed,  but  leaped   to  the  ground,  and 

bowed  his  forehead  and  said, 
"  O  Lord  God !  grant  me  to  learn  from  the  ant  the 

wit  to  be  meek. 
I  am  many  and  strong,  and  a  king ;  yet  Thou  canst 

instantly  tread 

The  pride  of  this  earth  to  dust,  and  the  strongest 
to  Thee  are  but  weak !  " 

Then  he  viewed  the  birds,  and  cried,  "  I  see  not 

amongst  ye  here 
Al-Hudhud,  the  crested  lapwing;  what  doth  she 

to  linger  away? 

Ill  shall  it  fall  for  her,  who  seeketh  us  water  clear, 
If  she  find  not  a  fountain  for  prayers  before  the 
ending  of  day !  " 

But  they  tarried  not  long  till  the  whirr  of  her 

speckled  wings 
Brought  unto  Solomon's  feet  the  crested  lapwing, 

who  spake, 
"  I  have  seen  a  Queen  that  is  greater  than  any  save 

thee,  O  King! 

In  Seba  she  reigneth  majestic,  and  glorious  king- 
ship doth  make. 
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"  There   hath   she  a   marvellous   throne   of   silver, 

figured  with  gold, 
And  the  head  of  the  throne  is  a  moon  in  a  jasper 

and  emerald  curve ; 
For  her  people  worship  the  moon."    And  Solomon 

answered,  "  Behold ! 

Little  bird !  if  thou  liest  not,  this  queen  shall  the 
Merciful  serve ! " 

Thereafter  .the  message  went  from  the  servant  of 

God,  the  king: 
"  Solomon,  son  of  David,  to  Balkis,  Queen  of  the 

South ; 

Peace  be  to  them  that  follow  the  Name  upon  Solo- 
mon's ring; 

Yield  thee,  and  worship  Allah ;  cursed  is  the  idola- 
trous mouth." 

Then  Balkis  sent  him  gifts  of  gold  bricks,  yellow 

and  red ; 
And  beautiful   slaves  five  hundred,  with  amber 

and  musk ;  and  a  gem 

Drilled  with  a  crooked  hole,  which  never  a  gold- 
smith could  thread ; 

And  a  topaz  of  price,  unpierced,  and  a  diamond 
diadem. 

He  bade  the  sea- worm  eat  a  way  through  the  un- 
pierced stone ; 

And  the  little  ant  carry  a  thread  through  the 
ruby's  crooked  drill. 
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"  Doth  she  offer  to  Solomon  gifts  ?  "  quoth  he,  on 

his  ivory  throne ; 

"  We    are    richer    than    Seba's    kingdom !     By 
Allah !  "  said  he,  "  I  will 

"  That  one  of  my  slaves  bring  hither  Queen  Balkis' 

jewelled  seat ; 
Thereby  shall  she  learn  that  the  glory  is  ours,  and 

the  knowledge  and  might." 
Then  Asaf  the  wise  commanded,  and  a  Djin  spread 

his  pinions  fleet, 

And  brought  the  moon-throne  thither,  and  set  it 
before  them  aright. 

In  a  guarded  house  she  had  shut  it,  which  a  thou- 
sand bowmen  kept, 
But  when  she  was  come  to  Salem,  lo !  Solomon 

the  king 
Sate  there  on  her  own  gold  seat,  and  Balkis  bowed 

her  and  wept, 

Saying,  "  I  pray  thee,  teach  me  the  Name  on  thy 
signet  ring! 

"  We  have  sinned  against  our  souls,  following  lower 

lords ; 

Our  kingdom  we  give,  and  our  goods,  and  our 
lives,  and  pure  spirits  to  thine/' 
*  #  #  *  *  *  * 

Such  worship  had  he  of  old  who  knew  Al-W ail's 

words 

Which  rule  the  rivers,  and  knew  the  sound  of  the 
Name  Divine. 

SIR  EDWIN  ARNOLD 
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6l 

ELIJAH  FED  BY  RAVENS 
I  Kings  xvii.  6 

Sore  was  the  famine  throughout  all  the  bounds 

Of  Israel,  when  Elijah,  by  command 

Of  God,  journeyed  to  Cherith's  failing  brook. 

No  ram-drop  falls ;  no  dew- fraught  cloud,  at  morn 

Or  closing  eve,  creeps  slowly  up  the  vale ; 

The  withering  herbage  dies ;  among  the  palms, 

The  shrivell'd  leaves  send  to  the  summer  gale 

An  autumn's  rustle ;  no  sweet  songster's  lay 

Is  warbled  from  the  branches ;  scarce  is  heard 

The  rill's  faint  brawl.     The  prophet  looks  around, 

And  trusts  in  God,  and  lays  his  silvered  head 

Upon  the  flowerless  bank;  serene  he  sleeps, 

Nor  wakes  till  dawning :  then,  with  hands  enclasp'd, 

And  heavenward  face,  and  eyelids  closed,  he  prays 

To  Him  who  manna  on  the  desert  shower'd, 

To  Him  who  from  the  rock  made  fountains  gush; 

Entranced  the  man  of  God  remains ;  till,  roused 

By  sound  of  wheeling  wings,  with  grateful  heart, 

He  sees  the  ravens  fearless  by  his  side 

Alight,  and  leave  the  heaven-provided  food. 

JAMES  GRAHAME 
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THE  SHUNAMMITE 

II  Kings  iv.  18-20 

It  was  a  sultry  day  of  summer  time ; 

The  sun  pour'd  down  upon  the  ripen'd  grain 

With  quivering  heat,  and  the  suspended  leaves 

Hung  motionless.    The  cattle  on  the  hills 

Stood  still,  and  the  divided  flock  were  all 

Laying  their  nostrils  to  the  cooling  roots. 

And  the  sky  looked  like  silver,  and  it  seemed 

As  if  the  air  had  fainted,  and  the  pulse 

Of  nature  had  run  down,  and  ceased  to  beat. 

"  Haste  thee,  my  child !  "  the  Syrian  mother  said, 

"  Thy  father  is  athirst  " — and,  from  .the  depths 

Of  the  cool  well  under  the  leaning  tree, 

She  drew  refreshing  water,  and  with  thoughts 

Of  God's  sweet  goodness  stirring  at  her  heart, 

She  blessed  her  handsome  boy,  and  to  his  way 

Committed  him.    And  he  went  lightly  on, 

With  his  soft  hands  pressed  closely  to  the  cool 

Stone  vessel,  and  his  little  naked  feet 

Lifted  with  watchful  care ;  and  o'er  the  hills, 

And  through  the  light,  green  hollows,  where  the 

lambs 

Go  for  the  tender  grass,  he  kept  his  way, 
Wiling  its  distance  with  his  simple  thoughts, 
Till,  in  the  wilderness  of  sheaves,  with  brows 
Throbbing  with  heat,  he  set  his  burden  down. 
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Childhood  is  restless  ever,  and  the  boy 
Stayed  not  within  the  shadow  of  the  tree, 
But  with  a  joyous  industry  went  forth 
Into  the  reapers'  places,  and  bound  up 
His  tiny  sheaves,  and  plaited  cunningly 
The  pliant  withes  out  of  the  shining  straw- 
Cheering  their  labor  on,  till  they  forgot 
The  heat  and  weariness  of  their  stooping  toil 
In  the  beguiling  of  his  playful  mirth. 
Presently  he  was  silent,  and  his  eye 
Closed  as  with  dizzy  pain ;  and  with  his  hand 
Pressed  hard  upon  his  forehead,  and  his  breast 
Heaving  with  the  suppression  of  a  cry, 
He  utter'd  a  faint  murmur,  and  fell  back 
Upon  the  loosen'd  sheaf,  insensible. 

They  bore  him  to  his  mother,  and  he  lay 
Upon  her  knees  till  noon — and  then  he  died. 
She  had  watch'd  every  breath,  and  kept  her  hand 
Soft  on  his  forehead,  and  gazed  in  upon 
The  dreamy  languor  of  his  listless  eye, 
And  kissed  his  delicate  lip,  and  lifted  him 
Into  her  bosom,  till  her  heart  grew  strong — 
His  beauty  was  so  unlike  death !    She  lean'd 
Over  him  now,  that  she  might  catch  the  low 
Sweet  music  of  his  breath,  that  she  had  learned 
To  love  when  he  was  slumbering  at  her  side 
In  his  unconscious  infancy — 

"  —So  still ! 

'Tis  a  soft  sleep !    How  beautiful  he  lies, 
With  his  fair  forehead,  and  the  rosy  veins 
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Playing  so  freshly  in  his  sunny  cheek ! 

How  could  they  say  that  he  would  die !    O  God ! 

I  could  not  lose  him !    I  have  treasured  all 

His  childhood  in  my  heart,  and  even  now, 

As  he  has  slept,  my  memory  has  been  there, 

Counting  like  treasures  all  his  winning  ways — 

His  unforgotten  sweetness. — 

"  _Yet  so  still  !— 

How  like  this  breathless  slumber  is  to  death! 
I  could  believe  that  in  that  bosom  now 
There  were  no  pulse — it  beats  so  languidly! 
I  cannot  see  it  stir ;  but  his  red  lip ! 
Death  could  not  be  so  very  beautiful! 
And  that  half-smile — would  death  have  left  that 

there? 

—And  should  I  not  have  felt  that  he  would  die? 
And  have  I  not  wept  over  him  ? — and  prayed 
Morning  and  night  for  him? — and  could  he  die? 
—No — God  will  keep  him !    He  will  be  my  pride 
Many  long  years  to  come,  and  his  fair  hair 
Will*darken  like  his  father's,  and  his  eye 
Be  of  a  deeper  blue  when  he  is  grown ; 
And  he  will  be  so  tall,  and  I  shall  look 
With  such  a  pride  upon  him ! — He  to  die !  " 
And  the  fond  mother  lifted  his  soft  curls, 
And  smikd,  as  if  'twere  mockery  to  think 
That  such  fair  things  could  perish — 

— Suddenly 

Her  hand  shrunk  from  him,  and  the  color  fled 
From  her  fix'd  lip,  and  her  supporting  knees 
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Were   shook   beneath   her   child.     Her   hand   had 

touch 'd 

His  forehead,  as  she  dallied  with  his  hair — 
And  it  was  cold — like  clay !    Slow,  very  slow, 
Came  the  misgiving  that  her  child  was  dead. 
She  sat  a  moment,  and  her  eyes  were  closed 
In  a  dumb  prayer  for  strength,  and  then  she  took 
His  little  hand,  and  pressed  it  earnestly — 
And  put  her  lip  to  his — and  look'd  again 
Fearfully  on  him — then,  bending  low, 
She  whisper'd  in  his  ear,  "  My  son ! — my  son !  " 
And  as  the  echo  died,  and  not  a  sound 
Broke  on  the  stillness,  and  he  lay  there  still- 
Motionless  on  her  knee — the  truth  would  come! 
And  with  a  sharp,  quick  cry,  as  if  her  heart 
Were  crush'd,  she  lifted  him  and  held  him  close 
Into  her  bosom — with  a  mother's  thought — 
As  if  death  had  no  power  to  touch  him  there ! 

******* 

The  man  of  God  came  forth,  and  led  the  child 
Unto  his  mother,  and  went  on  his  way. 
And  he  was  there — her  beautiful — her  own — 
Living,  and  smiling  on  her — with  his  arms 
Folded  about  her  neck,  and  his  warm  breath 
Breathing  upon  her  lips,  and  in  her  ear 
The  music  of  his  gentle  voice  once  more ! 

NATHANIEL  P.  WILLIS 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB     171 

63 
THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB 

II  Kings  xix.  35 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  a  wolf  on  the  fold, 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold ; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars  on  the 

sea, 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer  is  green, 
The  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  were  seen : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn  hath 

blown, 
The  host  on  the  morrow  lay  wither'd  and  strown. 

For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the 

blast, 

And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  pass'd ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heav'd,  and  forever  grew 

still ! 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide, 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  his 

pride ; 

And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf, 
And  cold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 
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And  the  widows  of  Asshur  are  loud  in  their  wail, 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  sword, 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord ! 

LORD   BYRON 
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SONG  OF  THE  JEWS 

,    IN  THE  BABYLONIAN  CAPTIVITY 
King  of  kings !  and  Lord  of  lords ! 
Thus  we  move,  our  sad  steps  timing 
To  our  cymbals'  feeblest  chiming, 
Where  Thy  house  its  rest  accords. 
Chased  and  wounded  birds  are  we, 
Through  the  dark  air  fled  to  Thee ; 
To  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings, 
Lord  of  lords !  and  King  of  kings ! 

Behold,  O  Lord,  the  heathen  tread 

The  branches  of  Thy  fruitful  vine, 
That  its  luxurious  tendrils  spread 

O'er  all  the  hills  of  Palestine. 
And  now  the  wild  boar  comes  to  waste 
E'en  us,  the  greenest  boughs,  and  last, 
That,  drinking  of  Thy  choicest  dew, 
On  Zion's  hill,  in  beauty  grew. 

No !  by  the  marvels  of  Thine  hand, 
Thou  wilt  save  Thy  chosen  land ! 
By  all  Thine  ancient  mercies  shown ; 
By  all  our  fathers'  foes  o'erthrown ; 
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By  the  Egyptians'  car-borne  host, 
Scattered  on  the  Red  Sea  coast ; 
By  that  wide  and  bloodless  slaughter 
Underneath  the  drowning  water. 
Like  us  in  utter  helplessness, 
In  their  last  and  worst  distress — 
On  the  sand  and  sea-weed  lying, 
Israel  poured  her  doleful  sighing ; 
While  before,  the  deep  sea  flowed, 
And  behind,  fierce  Egypt  rode — 
To  their  fathers'  God  they  prayed — 
To  the  Lord  of  hosts  for  aid. 

On  the  margin  of  the  flood 

With  lifted  rod  the  prophet  stood; 

And  the  summoned  east  wind  blew, 

And  aside  it  sternly  threw 

The  gathered  waves  that  took  their  stand 

Like  crystal  rocks,  on  either  hand, 

Or  walls  of  sea-green  marble  piled 

Round  some  irregular  city-wild. 

Then  the  light  of  morning  lay 
On  the  wonder-paved  way, 
Where  the  treasures  of  the  deep 
In  their  caves  of  coral  sleep. 
The  profound  abysses,  where 
Was  never  sound  from  upper  air, 
Rang  with  Israel's  chanted  words, 
King  of  kings !  and  Lord  of  lords ! 
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Then  with  bow  and  banner  glancing, 

On  exulting  Egypt  came, 
With  her  chosen  horsemen  prancing, 

And  her  cars  on  wheels  of  flame; 
In  a  rich  and  boastful  ring 
All  around  her  furious  king. 

But  the  Lord  from  out  His  cloud, 
The  Lord  looked  down  upon  the  proud ; 
And  the  host  drave  heavily 
Down  the  deep  bosom  of  the  sea. 

With  a  quick  and  sudden  swell 
Prone  the  liquid  ramparts  fell ; 
Over  horse  and  over  car, 
Over  every  man  of  war, 
Over  Pharaoh's  crown  of  gold 
The  loud  thundering  billows  rolled. 

As  the  level  waters  spread, 

Down  they  sank,  .they  sank  like  lead ; 

Sank  without  a  cry  or  groan ; 

And  the  morning-sun  that  shone 

On  myriads  of  bright-armed  men, 

Its  meridian  radiance  then 

Cast  on  the  sea,  beating  as  before, 

Against  a  silent,  solitary  shore. 

HENRY   HART   MILMAN 
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GOOD  TIDINGS  TO  ZION 

Isaiah  lii.  7 
On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo,  the  sacred  herald  stands, 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion,  long  in  hostile  lands : 

Mourning  captive, 
God  Himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 

By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved? 
Cease  thy  mourning; 

Zion  still  is  well-beloved. 

God,  thy  God  will  now  restore  thee; 

He  Himself  appears  thy  Friend ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 

Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 
Great  deliverance 

Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 

Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble; 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redressed; 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 

In  thy  Maker's  favor  blest ; 
All  thy  conflicts 

End  in  everlasting  rest. 

THOMAS  KELLEY 
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HABAKKUK'S  PRAYER 
Habakkuk  iii.  17-18 

Yet  though  the  fig-tree  should  no  burden  bear, 
Though  vines  delude  the  promise  of  the  year ; 
Yet  though  the  olive  should  not  yield  her  oil, 
Nor  the  parch'd  glebe  reward  the  peasant's  toil ; 
Though  the  tired  ox  beneath  his  labors  fall, 
And' herds  in  millions  perish  from  the  stall; 

Yet  shall  my  grateful  strings 

Forever  praise  Thy  name; 

Forever  Thee  proclaim 
The  everlasting  God,  the  mighty  King  of  kings. 

WILLIAM  BROOME 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE 

Habakkuk  iii.  17-18 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy ! 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ. 

For  the  blessings  of  the  field; 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield ; 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice; 
For  the  generous  olive's  use; 
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Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain; 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain ; 
Clouds  that  drop  their  freshening  dews; 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse ; 

All  that  Spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 
All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  overflowing  stores ; 

These  to  Thee,  our  God !  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Yet  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear ; 
Should  the  fig-tree's  blaste.d  shoot 
Drop  her  green,  untimely  fruit; 

Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store ; 
Though  the  sickening  flocks  should  fall, 
And  the  herds  desert  the  stall ; 

Should  Thine  altered  hand  restrain 
Vernal  showers  and  latter  rain  ; 
Blast  each  opening  bud  of  joy, 
And  the  rising  crops  destroy ; 

Still  to  Thee  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise; 
And,  when  every  blessing's  flown, 
Love  Thee — for  Thyself  alone. 

ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD 
12 
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RUTH'S  ANSWER  TO  NAOMI 

Ruth  i.  16-17 

Entreat  me  not,  I  must  not  hear, 
Mark  but  this  sorrow-beaming  tear; 
Thy  answer's  written  deeply  now 
On  this  warm  cheek  and  clouded  brow; 
'Tis  gleaming  o'er  this  eye  of  sadness, 
Which  only  near  thee  sparkles  gladness. 

The  hearts  most  dear  to  us  are  gone, 
And  thou  and  I  are  left  alone; 
Where'er  thou  wanderest,  I  will  go; 
I'll  follow  thee  through  joy  or  woe ; 
Should'st  thou  to  other  countries  fly, 
Where'er  thou  lodgest,  there  will  I. 

Thy  people  shall  my  people  be, 
And  to  thy  God  I'll  bend  the  knee ; 
Whither  thou  fliest,  will  I  fly, 
And  where  thou  diest,  I  will  die; 
And  the  same  sod  which  pillows  thee 
Shall  freshly,  sweetly  bloom  for  me. 

LUCRETIA  DAVIDSON 
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BELSHAZZAR'S  FEAST 

Daniel  v 

It  is  night.  Nature  has  bowed  to  the  inevitable, 
and,  save  the  low  moaning  of  the  far-off  sea,  the 
lisping  leaves  awakened  by  the  night-breezes,  and 
perhaps  an  occasional  gurgling  of  the  gliding 
Euphrates,  all  is  hushed  and  still. 

But  what  of  man?  Behold!  from  the  towering 
domes  of  the  city  of  Babylon,  myriads  of  lights 
gleam  and  flash  defiance  to  the  darkness  and  to  the 
watchful  stars,  which  so  lovingly  bend  over  all. 
The  hum  and  quiver  of  excitement  prevail  in  every 
dwelling,  but  in  the  royal  palace  are  gathered  the 
proudest  of  the  proud,  the  gayest  of  the  gay,  the 
lords  of  the  land.  All  the  pomp  and  splendor,  all 
the  wealth  and  the  luxuries  that  lands  e'er  produced 
are  lavished  upon  them.  Can  words  paint  the 
grandeur  of  the  scene  ?  High  on  the  throne,  in 
jewelled  robes,  King  Belshazzar  reigns,  while 
brawny  slaves  bow  in  his  presence  in  trembling 
adoration.  Gorgeously  apparelled  lords  are  grouped 
around  him,  while  before  them  all  the  bounties  of 
the  earth  are  spread.  The  rich  perfume  of  spices 
mingles  with  that  of  rare  flowers.  Wave  upon 
wave  of  thrilling  music  echoes  and  re-echoes  in  that 
massive  hall  and  swells  far  out  into  the  night.  It  is 
King  Belshazzar's  midnight  feast. 
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Louder  grows  the  revelry  of  laugh  and  song. 
Recklessly  they  quaff  the  rare  wine,  yet  pride  is  not 
satisfied. 

"  Let  music  swell.  Let  flowers  fade  and  die.  All 
hearts  beat  with  happiness.  No  power  in  earth  or 
sky  can  stay  our  mirth.  Bring  forth  the  cups  of 
gold  and  silver  from  the  temple.  Drink  from  their 
sacred  depths  the  foaming  beverage.  Fill  those 
consecrated  censers  with  sacrifices  to  Babylon's 
gods.  -  I  am  King  Belshazzar.  I  fear  not  Israel's 
God/'  Forth  from  the  temple  held  so  sacred  by  the 
conquered  and  fallen  Israelites,  from  within  that 
consecrated  Holy  of  holies  where  God  Himself  had 
reigned,  those  sacred  vessels  are  brought  and  dese- 
crated by  honoring  the  gods  of  the  heathen.  The 
All-Seeing  Eye  beholds  their  mocking  festivities, 
and  hears  their  derisive  shouts  of  victory  as  those 
hallowed  vessels,  so  sanctified  to  His  use,  are  pol- 
luted by  unholy  sacrifices. 

Ah!  what  is  this?  O'er  that  glittering  and  de- 
fiant scene,  a  shadow,  slight,  yet  chilling,  seems  to 
fall.  The  lights,  but  a  moment  ago  so  brilliant, 
now  flicker  and  dart  like  greedy  tongues  toward  yon 
far  corner,  where  on  the  wall  appears  a  dark,  rapidly 
moving  object — a  human  hand.  Swiftly  and  silently 
it  traces  word  after  word  of  language  all  unknown. 
Spellbound,  with  bloodless  lips  and  bated  breath, 
they  gaze  with  sickening  terror.  A  silence  has 
fallen,  so  dread,  so  full  of  awe,  that  the  very  foam- 
ing of  the  wine,  now  so  utterly  ignored,  is  audible. 
The  rich  perfume  of  the  flowers  only  makes  the  still- 
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ness  more  oppressive,  yet  they  dare  not  move.  As  if 
carved  from  marble,  they  watch  the  awful  vision, 
until,  as  silently  and  as  swiftly  as  it  came,  it  vanishes, 
but  the  writing  remains  in  bold  and  distinct  char- 
acters with  meaning  as  fathomless  as  the  starry 
skies. 

Then  there  are  choking  gasps  and  quaking  limbs 
in  that  splendid  hall.  The  mirth  and  song  so  thrill- 
ingly  sweet  are  hushed,  and  only  hoarse  whispers 
break  the  chilly  stillness.  The  throng,  but  one 
short  hour  ago  so  merry,  so  fearless,  now  start  at 
their  own  shadows.  What  of  King  Belshazzar 
who  fears  not  God  or  man?  The  wild,  horror- 
stricken  faces  turned  to  him  for  help  meet  the  same 
fixed  marble  stare  in  his  own.  His  trembling  hand 
refuses  to  hold  the  golden  vessel  half-raised  to  his 
lips,  and  it  falls — its  ring  reverberating  in  hollow 
tones — "  The  time  is  come !  The  time  is  come !  " 
Listen !  the  king  speaks :  "  Summon  immediately  the 
wise  men  of  Babylon ;  let  them  unroll  this  mystery ; 
their  gifted  minds  can  pierce  the  thickest  veil." 

They  come.  They  start  and  shake  as  did  their 
fellows  at  sight  of  those  strange  words  of  fire.  They 
try  to  speak,  but  are  as  powerless  as  infants  in  a 
lion's  paw.  They  have  failed.  What  will  the  king 
do  now?  The  talent  of  the  land  has  failed  him. 
Oh!  if  those  flaming  letters  would  but  vanish,  but 
they  gleam  with  renewed  force,  burning  like  fire- 
brands into  the  king's  soul. 

What  will  he  do?  Where  will  he  go  for  succor? 
Is  there  no  one? — Yes,  the  queen,  prostrating  her- 
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self  in  the  king's  presence,  pleads  with  him  to  send 
for  the  pale-faced  dreamer,  the  captive  Israelite, 
whose  soul  speaks  with  the  God  of  the  skies — 
Daniel.  They  bring  him  forth.  His  white  locks, 
falling  over  the  long  black  robe  and  around  the 
glorious  face,  contrast  with  that  gorgeous  band  as 
does  clear,  calm  moonlight  with  the  dazzling  noon- 
day sun.  His  earthly  hopes  and  joys  were  borne 
with  the  moans  and  cries  of  fellow-captives,  away 
on  the 'bosom  of  the  Euphrates.  But  can  captivity 
crush  the  soul?  Not  such  as  his.  His  freedom  lies 
in  the  hands  of  the  Eternal  God. 

Breathlessly  they  watch  him  scan  the  mystic  in- 
scription, fearful  lest  they  miss  one  tone  or  gesture. 
Will  he  know?  Will  he  tell?  Will  he  be,  above  all, 
the  favored  of  the  king?  Does  he  shrink  or  start? 
No.  His  stately  form  rises  as  a  pillar  from  among 
that  cowering  host,  but  with  paling  cheek  he  turns 
to  King  Belshazzar. 

"  O  king,  before  whom  nations  bow  in  reverence, 
whom  men  delight  to  honor — thou  in  whose  hand 
lies  the  fate  of  millions — thou  has  forgotten  the 
Almighty  Ruler  of  earth  and  sky — thou  hast  defied 
the  God  of  Heaven,  in  whose  power  lies  thy  fate, 
and  at  whose  hand  thou  shalt  suffer.  Thou  canst 
not  repent.  Thou  hast  set  at  utter  defiance  Him  be- 
fore whom  every  knee  shall  bow  and  whom  every 
tongue  shall  reverence.  Listen !  Thou  art  weighed 
in  the  balance  and  found  wanting.  This  night  thy 
kingdom  shall  be  taken  from  thee,  and  the  con- 
queror's hand  shall  lay  thee  low." 
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For  one  moment  the  very  heart  stops  only  to  burst 
forth  with  terrific  energy  as  if  to  free  itself  from 
prison  walls  and  fly  to  the  bosom  of  the  deep.  The 
breeze  which  so  lately  wafted  only  the  sweetness  of 
music  and  of  flowers,  now  seeks  in  vain  for  the 
hushed  melody,  and  moans,  O  Babylon!  Babylon! 
Ah !  does  it  not  bear  another  sound,  a  distant  rum- 
bling, a  hollow  clatter?  No,  'tis  but  a  fleeting 
fancy.  On  with  the  wild,  weird  music,  the  joyous 
dance;  let  not  mere  fancy  bring  a  barrier  to  our 
sport.  Hark!  that  far-sounding  cry  comes  nearer 
and  yet  nearer.  A  surging,  seething  sound,  the 
clattering  of  hoofs,  and  the  clanging  and  clashing 
of  steel.  O  King  Belshazzar,  where  now  is  thy 
power,  thy  boasted  might  ?  On,  on  they  rush,  burst- 
ing like  howling  beasts  into  palace  and  hovel  alike. 
Destruction  is  their  watchword.  The  shouts  of 
victory  and  the  shrill  blasts  of  the  trumpet  mingle 
with  the  shrieks  of  the  doomed.  The  glittering 
spear  is  darkened  with  the  reeking  blood  of  its 
victim.  Belshazzar  the  Great,  the  one  above  all 
others,  mingles  his  blood  with  that  of  his  fellow- 
victims.  He  was  weighed  in  God's  balance  and 
found  wanting. 

Oh !  the  horror  of  that  scene.  The  beautiful  city, 
which  so  lately  rejoiced  in  its  own  happiness,  now 
echoes  to  lashing  flames  and  to  the  last  moaning  wail 
of  the  dying.  What  wonder  that  the  stars  fade  and 
that  all  nature  weeps?  The  lonely  wind  wanders 
sadly  through  the  blackened  ruins  of  the  once  noble 
walls,  moaning  piteously  for  the  familiar  sounds, 
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but  to  the  river's  aching  breast  brings  ever  the  plain- 
tive message — "  Babylon  is  no  more,  no  more." 

Buried  deep  in  the  bosom  of  the  river  goes  on  to 
the  old  ocean  the  same  lamentation — "  No  more,  no 
more."  Beautiful  Babylon  is  fallen.  Proud, 
queenly  Babylon!  Thy  pride  hath  slain  thee,  thou 
that  daredst  bring  defiance  to  Almighty  God. 

MINNIE  L.  SELLERS 
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BELSHAZZAR 

Hour  of  an  empire's  overthrow! 

The  princes  from  the  feast  were  gone; 
The  idol  flame  was  burning  low; — 

'Twas  midnight  upon  Babylon. 

That  night  the  feast  was  wild  and  high ; 

That  night  was  Zion's  gold  profaned ; 
The  seal  was  set  to  blasphemy ; 

The  last  deep  cup  of  wrath  was  drained. 

'Mid  jewelled  roof  and  silken  pall, 
Belshazzar  on  his  couch  was  flung: 

A  burst  of  thunder  filled  the  hall ; 

He  heard — but  'twas  no  mortal  tongue. 

"  King  of  the  East !  the  trumpet  calls 
That  bids  thee  to  a  tyrant's  grave; 

A  curse  is  on  thy  palace  walls, — 
A  curse  is  in  thy  guardian  wave ; 
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"  A  surge  is  in  Euphrates'  bed, 

That  never  filled  its  bed  before ; 
A  surge,  that  ere  the  morn  be  red, 

Shall  load  with  death  its  mighty  shore. 

"  Behold  a  tide  of  Persian  steel ! 

A  torrent  of  the  Median  car ; 
Like  flame  their  gory  banners  wheel  ; 

Rise,  king,  and  arm  thee  for  the  war !  " 

Belshazzar  gazed;  the  voice  was  past; 

The  lofty  chamber  filled  with  gloom ; 
But  echoed  on  the  sudden  blast 

The  rushing  of  a  mighty  plume. 

He  listened ;  all  again  was  still ! 

He  heard  no  chariot's  iron  clang  ; 
He  heard  the  fountain's  gushing  rill, 

The  breeze  that  through  the  roses  sang. 

He  slept;  in  sleep  wild  murmurs  came; 

A  visioned  splendor  fired  the  sky; 
He  heard  Belshazzar's  taunted  name; 

He  heard  again  the  prophet  cry. 

"  Sleep,  Sultan !  'tis  thy  final  sleep ; 

Or  wake  or  sleep,  the  guilty  dies ; 
The  wrongs  of  those  that  watch  and  weep, 

Around  thee  and  thy  nation  rise." 

He  started ;  'mid  the  battle's  yell 

He  saw  the  Persians  rushing  on ; 
He  saw  the  flames  around  him  swell ; 

Thou'rt  ashes,  King  of  Babylon ! 

GEORGE  CROLY 
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71 
HELIODORUS  IN  THE  TEMPLE 

II  Maccabees  iii.  21-29 
A  sound  of  woe  in  Salem ! — mournful  cries 

Rose  from  her  dwellings — youthful  cheeks  were 

pale, 

Tears  flowing  fast  from  dim  and  aged  eyes, 
And  voices  mingling  in  tumultuous  wail ; 
Hands  raised  to  heaven  in  agony  of  prayer, 
And  powerless  wrath,  and  terror,  and  despair. 

Thy  daughters,  Judah,  weeping,  laid  aside 
The  regal  splendor  of  their  fair  array; 

With  the  rude  sackcloth  girt  their  beauty's  pride, 
And  thronged  the  streets  in  hurrying,  wild  dis- 
may; 

While  knelt  the  priests  before  His  awful  shrine 

Who  made,  of  old,  renown  and  empire  thine. 

But  on  the  spoiler  moves — the  Temple  gate, 
The  bright,  the  beautiful,  his  guards  unfold ; 

And  all  the  scene  reveals  its  solemn  state, 

Its  courts  and  pillars  rich  with  sculptured  gold ; 

And  man,  with  eye  unhallowed,  views  th'abode, 

The  sacred  spot,  the  dwelling-place  of  God. 

Where  art  Thou,  Mighty  Presence,  that  of  yore 
Wert  wont  between  the  cherubim  to  rest, 

Veiled  in  a  cloud  of  glory,  shadowing  o'er 
Thy  sanctuary,  the  chosen  and  the  blest? 

Thou !  that  didst  make  fair  Sion's  ark  Thy  throne, 

And  called  the  oracle's  recess  Thine  own! 


HELIODORUS    IN    THE    TEMPLE  1 87 

Angel  of  God!  that  through  th'Assyrian  host, 
Clothed  with  the  darkness  of  the  midnight  hour, 

To  tame  the  proud,  to  hush  th'invader's  boast, 
Didst  pass  triumphant  in  avenging  power, 

Till  burst  the  day-spring  on  the  silent  scene, 

And  death  alone  revealed  where  Thou  hadst  been, — 

Wilt  Thou  not  wake,  O  Chastener,  in  Thy  might, 
To  guard  Thine  ancient  and  majestic  hill, 

Where  oft  from  Heaven  the  full  Shechinah's  light 
Hath  streamed,  the  house  of  holiness  to  fill ! 

Oh !  yet  once  more  defend  Thy  loved  domain ! 

Eternal  One !     Deliverer !  rise  again. 

Fearless  of  Thee,  the  plunderer,  undismayed, 
Hastes  on,  the  sacred  chambers  to  explore, 

Where  the  bright  treasures  of  the  fane  are  laid, — 
The  orphan's  portion,  and  the  widow's  store; 

What  recks  his  heart  though  age  unsuccored  die, 

And  want  consume  the  cheek  of  infancy? 

Away,  intruders  !• — hark !  a  mighty  sound ! 

Behold,  a  burst  of  light! — away,  away! 
A  fearful  glory  fills  the  Temple  round, — 

A  vision  bright  in  terrible  array ! 
And  lo !  a  steed  of  no  terrestrial  frame, — 
His  path  a  whirlwind,  and  his  breath  a  flame ! 

His  neck  is  clothed  with  thunder,  and  his  mane 
Seems  waving  fire ;  the  kindling  of  his  eye 

Is  as  a  meteor ;  ardent  with  disdain 

His  glance;  his  gesture,  fierce  in  majesty! 
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Instinct  with  light  he  seems,  and  formed  to  bear 
Some  dread  archangel  through  the  fields  of  air. 

But  who  is  he,  in  panoply  of  gold, 

Throned  on  that  burning  charger?     Bright  his 

form, 
Yet  in  its  brightness  awful  to  behold, 

And  girt  with  all  the  terrors  of  the  storm ! 
Lightning  is  on  his  helmet's  crest,  and  fear 
Shrinks  from  the  splendor  of  his  brow  severe. 

And  by  his  side  two  radiant  warriors  stand 
All-armed,  and  kingly  in  commanding  grace ; 

Oh !  more  than  kingly — godlike — sternly  grand ; 
Their  port  indignant,  and  each  dazzling  face 

Beams  with  the  beauty  to  immortals  given, 

Magnificent  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaven. 

Then  sinks  each  gazer's  heart ;  each  knee  is  bowed 
In  trembling  awe;  but,  as  to  fields  of  fight, 

The    unearthly    war-steed,    rushing    through    the 

crowd, 
Bursts  on  their  leader  in  terrific  might ; 

And  the  stern  angels  of  that  dread  abode 

Pursue  its  plunderer  with  the  scourge  of  God. 

Darkness — thick  darkness ! — low  on  earth  he  lies, 
Rash  Heliodorus — motionless  and  pale ; 

Bloodless  his  cheek,  and  o'er  his  shrouded  eyes 
Mists,  as  of  death,  suspend  their  shadowy  veil ; 

And  thus  the  oppressor  by  his  fear-struck  train 

Is  borne  from  that  inviolable  fane. 
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The  light  returns — the  warriors  of  the  sky 

Have  passed,  with  all  their  dreadful  pomp,  away ; 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  swells  the  song  on  high, 
Triumphant  as  in  Judah's  elder  day. 

Rejoice,  O  city  of  the  sacred  hill! 

Salem,  exult !  thy  God  is  with  thee  still ! 

FELICIA  D.  HEMANS 
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72 
PSALM  I 

He  blessed  is  who  neither  loosely  treads 
The  straying  steps  as  wicked  counsel  leads, 
Nor  for  bad  mates  in  way  of  sinners  waiteth, 
Nor  yet  himself  with  idle  scorners  seateth, 
But  on  God's  law  his  whole  delight  doth  bind, 
Which  night  and  day  he  keeps  within  his  mind. 

He  shall  be  like  a  freshly  planted  tree, 
To  which  sweet  springs  of  water  neighbors  be ; 
Whose  branches  fail  not  timely  fruit  to  nourish, 
Nor  withered  leaf  shall  make  it  fail  to  flourish. 
So  all  the  things  whereto  that  man  doth  bend 
Shall  prosper  still  with  him  unto  the  end. 

Such  blessings  shall  not  wicked  wretches  see, 
But  like  wild  chaff  with  wind  shall  scattered  be  ; 
For  neither  shall  the  men  in  sin  delighted 
Subsist  when  they  to  highest  doom  are  cited, 
Nor  yet  shall  suffered  be  a  place  to  take 
Where  goodly  men  do  their  assembly  make. 

For  God  doth  know,  and,  knowing,  doth  approve 
The  trade  of  them  that  just  proceedings  love; 
But  they  that  sin  in  sinful  breast  do  cherish, 
The  way  they  go  shall  be  the  way  to  perish. 

SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY 
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73 
PSALM  IV 

Great  God  of  righteousness  and  love, 
Who  oft  hast  heard  my  prayer, 

Again  my  heart  would  soar  above; 
Receive  the  suppliant  there. 

I  know  the  Lord  hath  set  apart 
The  soul  that  loves  Him  well ; 

O  may  He  guide  my  wandering  heart 
In  holy  love  to  dwell. 

O  stand  in  awe  before  His  face, 
And  break  His  laws  no  more; 

Communing  with  your  heart  at  night, 
Be  still,  and  God  adore. 

Let  righteousness  like  incense  rise 

To  Him  all  pure  and  just; 
He  will  accept  this  sacrifice, 

Then  in  His  mercy  trust 

For  those  who  grope  in  darkest  night, 

And,  doubting,  ask  for  good, 
O  Lord !  may  Thy  celestial  light 

Be  in  their  souls  renewed. 

Thou  art  my  life,  my  light,  my  joy; 

Thy  mercies  never  cease; 
Beneath  Thine  ever-waking  eye, 

I'll  rest  and  sleep  in  peace. 

MRS.  FOLLEN 
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74 
PSALM  XIII 

Lord,  how  long,  how  long  wilt  Thou 
Quite  forget  and  quite  neglect  me  ? 

How  long,  with  a  frowning  brow, 
Wilt  Thou  from  Thy  sight  reject  me? 

How  long  shall  I  seek  a  way 

From  this  maze  of  thoughts  perplexed, 
Where  my  grieved  mind,  night  and  day,, 

Is  with  thinking  tired  and  vexed  ? 
How  long  shall  my  scornful  foe, 

On  my  fall  his  greatness  placing, 
Build  upon  my  overthrow, 

And  be  graced  by  my  disgracing  ? 

Hear,  O  Lord  and  God,  my  cries! 

Mark  my  foes'  unjust  abusing; 
And  illuminate  mine  eyes, 

Heavenly  beams  in  them  infusing — 
Lest  my  woes,  too  great  to  bear, 

And  too  infinite  to  number, 
Rock  me  soon,  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 

Into  death's  eternal  slumber. 

Lest  my  foes  their  boasting  make: 
:t  'Spite  of  right,  on  him  we  trample  " ; 

And  a  pride  in  mischief  take, 
Hastened  by  my  sad  example. 
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As  for  me,  I'll  ride  secure 

At  Thy  mercy's  sacred  anchor ; 
And,  undaunted,  will  endure 

Fiercest  storms  of  wrong  and  rancor. 

These  black  clouds  will  overblow — 

Sunshine  shall  have  his  returning; 
And  my  grief-dulled  heart,  I  know, 

Into  mirth  shall  change  its  mourning. 
Therefore  I'll  rejoice  and  sing 

Hymns  to  God  in  sacred  measure, 
Who  to  happy  pass  will  bring 

My  just  hopes  at  His  good  pleasure. 

FRANCIS  DAVISON 
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PSALM  XXIII 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  wandering  steps  He  leads 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 
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Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray, 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile ; 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

JOSEPH  ADDISON 
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PSALM  XXV 

[This  is  the  first  of  the  acrostical  or  alphabetical  Psalms. 
The  verses  begin  with  the  letters  of  the  Hebrew  alphabet 
in  their  succession.  The  translator  has  preserved  the  spirit 
of  the  original  by  adhering  to  the  same  rule  in  translation. 
There  is,  occasionally,  in  the  Hebrew,  an  omission  of  a 
single  letter  in  its  order.  The  translator  has  allowed  him- 
self the  same  latitude.] 

A  spires  my  soul  to  Thee,  O  Lord ; 

My  hopes  on  Thee,  my  God,  repose  ; 
B  e  never  shame  those  hopes'  reward, 

Nor  give  the  triumph  to  my  foes. 
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C  ome  shame  on  none  that  wait  on  Thee, 
But  on  the  crowds  that  joy  in  ill ; 

D  irect  me  Thy  just  ways  to  see, 
And  lead  me  in  Thy  perfect  will. 

E  xpecting  Thy  delivering  feet, 

My  God,  I  hark  from  morn  till  eve; 

F  orget  not  Thou  Thy  mercies  sweet, 
Nor  e'er  Thine  ancient  favor  leave. 

G  race  is  Thine  own ;  in  grace  forget 
My  rebel  steps;  my  wandering  youth; 

H  old  me  in  kind  remembrance  yet, 
And  lead  a  sinner  in  Thy  truth. 

J  ust  is  the  Lord;  in  judgment's  hour 
His  hand  shall  guard  th'afflicted  cause; 

K  ind  is  the  Lord ;  and  kind  His  power 
Enfolds  the  heart  that  loves  His  laws. 

L  ord,  for  Thy  sake  blot  out  my  shame, 
Though  broad  and  deep  its  blackness  be : 

M  ine  be  his  lot  who  fears  Thy  name, 
And  free  and  peaceful  walks  with  Thee. 

N  o  ill  shall  shake  his  household  shrine ; 

His  seed  their  own  fair  land  shall  hold ; 
O  n  such  the  faithful  Lord  shall  shine, 

Till  all  His  secret  truth  be  told. 

P  atient,  I  keep  my  Lord  in  sight ; 

He  from  the  snare  my  feet  shall  free: 
R  eturn  with  Thy  bright  mercy's  light, 

And  all  my  dark'ning  troubles  see. 
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S  ee  how  my  heart's  sad  path  they  crowd  ; 

See  all  my  foes  arrayed  for  strife : 
T  hey  hate  with  hatred  fierce  and  loud : 

Forgive  my  sin ;  redeem  my  life 

U  p  to  Thy  throne  my  hopes  arise ; 

Thy  truth  and  grace  my  shield  bestow ; 
W  aiting  on  Thee,  my  spirit  cries, 

Redeem  Thine  Israel,  Lord,  from  woe ! 

REV.  GEORGE  BURGESS 
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PSALM  XXIX 

In  the  beauty  of  holiness,  worship  the  Lord  ; 
Exalt  Him,  ye  nations,  and  bow  to  His  word ; 
Ye  mighty,  His  power  and  wisdom  proclaim, 
And  give  Him  the  glory  due  unto  His  name. 

It  is  He  that  we  hear  in  the  storm's  wild  commotion ; 
And  the  voice  of  the  Lord  is  on  the  wild  ocean ; 
The  cedars  of  Lebanon  bow  at  His  voice, 
While  men  in  His  temple  adore  and  rejoice. 

Tis  the  Lord  in  the  deep-rolling  thunder  we  hear, 
While  the  untrodden  wilderness  trembles  with  fear ; 
O'er  the  high-tossing  billows  unseen  is  His  way ; 
Him  the  floods,  and  the  flames,  and  the  whirlwinds 
obey. 
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He  spreads  o'er  His  people  the  wings  of  His  love, 
And   gives  them  the  peace  which   descends   from 

above ; 

Then  give  Him  the  glory  and  praise  evermore, 
And  join  with  all  Nature  His  name  to  adore. 

MRS.  FOLLEN 
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PSALM  XLII 

As  the  frightened,  stricken  deer 
Pants  for  cooling  water-brooks, 

So  my  spirit  thirsts  for  Thee, 
So  to  Thee,  my  God,  it  looks. 

Night  and  day  have  seen  my  tears ; 

I  have  felt  Thy  chastening  rod ; 
When  shall  I  be  nearer  Thee, 

When  behold  the  living  God  ? 

O'er  departed  hours  I  mourn, 
When  I  joyful  sang  Thy  praise 

With  the  grateful,  happy  throng 
Who  love  to  keep  Thy  holy  days. 

Why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  soul  ? 

Why  disquieted  in  vain? 
Hope  in  God,  for  thou  shalt  yet 

Praise  His  boundless  love  again. 

O  my  God,  my  spirit  faints ; 

Waves  of  sorrow  o'er  me  roll ; 
Terror,  like  a  sullen  deep, 

Overwhelms  my  sinking  soul. 
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Yet  Thy  lovingkindness,  Lord, 
Smooths  affliction's  stormy  sea; 

In  the  night  I  hear  Thy  voice, 
Morning  lifts  my  heart  to  Thee. 

Why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  soul? 

Faint  not  at  the  chastening  rod! 
Hope  in  Him ;  He  is  thy  all, 

Thy  salvation  and  thy  God. 

MRS.   FOLLEN 
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PSALM  LXI 

Wilt  Thou  listen,  O  God,  to  my  prayer; 

Unto  Thee  for  relief  will  I  cry ; 
Lead  my  heart,  overwhelmed  with  despair, 

To  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

O  Thou  Refuge  for  all  the  oppressed, 

Thy  praises,  O  Lord,  I  will  sing, 
Thou  art  ever  my  shelter  of  rest ; 

I  will  rest  in  the  shade  of  Thy  wing. 

For  my  prayer,  O  my  God,  Thou  wilt  hear, 

And  a  blessed  inheritance  give 
To  those  who  shall  serve  Thee  with  fear, 

And  in  holy  obedience  live. 

MRS.  FOLLEN 
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80 
PSALM  LXVI 

Happy  sons  of  Israel, 
Who  in  pleasant  Canaan  dwell, 
Fill  the  air  with  shouts  of  joy — 
Shouts  redoubled  from  the  sky ; 
Sing  the  great  Jehovah's  praise ; 
Trophies  to  His  glory  raise. 

Say :  How  wonderful  Thy  deeds ! 
Lord,  Thy  power  all  power  exceeds ! 
Conquest  on  Thy  sword  doth  sit — 
Trembling  foes  through  fear  submit. 

Let  this  many-peopled  earth, 
All  of  high  and  humble  birth, 
Worship  our  Eternal  King — 
Hymns  unto  His  honor  sing. 

Come  and  see  what  God  hath  wrought— 
Terrible  to  human  thought ! 
He  the  billows  did  divide, 
Walled  with  waves  on  either  side, 
While  we  passed  safe  and  dry; 
Then  our  souls  were  rapt  with  joy. 

Endless  His  dominion — 
All  beholding  from  His  throne. 
Let  not  those  who  hate  us  most, 
Let  not  the  rebellious  boast. 
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Bless  the  Lord !     His  praise  be  sung 
While  an  ear  can  hear  a  tongue ! 
He  our  feet  establisheth, 
He  our  souls  redeems  from  death. 

Lord,  as  silver  purified, 
Thou  hast  with  affliction  tried ; 
Thou  hast  driven  into  the  net ; 
Burdens  on  our  shoulders  set. 

Trod  on  by  their  horses'  hooves — 
Theirs  whom  pity  never  moves — 
We  through  fire  with  flames  embraced, 
We  through  raging  floods  have  passed ; 
Yet  by  Thy  conducting  hand 
Brought  into  a  wealthy  land. 

I  will  to  Thy  house  repair, 
Worship,  and  Thy  power  declare ; 
Offerings  on  Thy  altar  lay, 
All  my  vows  devoutly  pay, 
Uttered  with  my  heart  and  tongue, 
When  oppressed  with  powerful  wrong. 

Fatlings  I  will  sacrifice ; 
Incense  in  perfume  shall  rise; 
Bullocks,  shaggy  goats,  and  rams, 
Offered  up  in  sacred  flames. 

You  who  great  Jehovah  fear, 
Come,  oh!  come,  ye  blest,  and  hear 
What  for  me  the  Lord  hath  wrought 
When  I  was  near  to  ruin  brought. 
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Fervently  to  Him  I  cried; 

I  His  goodness  magnified; 

If  I  vices  should  affect, 

Would  He  not  my  prayers  reject? 

But  the  Lord  my  prayers  hath  heard 
Which  my  tongue  with  tears  preferred. 
Source  of  mercy,  be  Thou  blest, 
That  hast  granted  my  request ! 

GEORGE  SANDYS 

81 
PSALM  XC 

O  Lord !  before  the  mountains*  birth, 
Ere  sun  and  stars  obeyed  Thy  nod, 

Or  ever  Thou  hadst  formed  the  earth, 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  God. 

Thou  say'st  to  man,  Return  to  dust ! 

Quickly  he  droops  away  in  death; 
For  youth,  and  strength,  and  wisdom  must 

At  Thy  command  resign  their  breath. 

For  in  Thine  all-eternal  sight, 
A  thousand  long-revolving  years 

Seem  like  a  silent  watch  of  night, 
Or  like  a  yesterday  appears. 

With  Thee,  like  rolling  waves  they  pass, 
Or  like  the  morning's  winged  dream, 

Or  like  the  tender,  springing  grass 
That  sparkles  in  its  dewy  beam. 
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Exulting  in  its  glittering  crown, 
It  swiftly  grows,  and  blossoms  fair ; 

But  in  the  evening  is  cut  down, 
And  withers  in  the  chilling  air. 

So  teach  us,  Lord,  to  count  our  days, 

And  thus  life's  certain  end  to  see, 
That  we  may  walk  in  wisdom's  ways, 

And  all  our  days  rejoice  with  Thee. 

MRS.  FOLLEN 
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PSALM  XCII 

Thou  who  art  enthroned  above — 
Thou  by  whom  we  live  and  move! 
Oh,  how  sweet,  how  excellent, 
Is't  with  tongue  and  heart's  consent, 
Thankful  hearts  and  joyful  tongues, 
To  renown  Thy  name  in  songs — 

When  the  morning  paints  the  skies, 
When  the  sparkling  stars  arise, 
Thy  high  favors  to  rehearse, — 
Thy  firm  faith  in  grateful  verse ! 

Take  the  lute  and  violin; 
Let  the  solemn  harp  begin — 
Instruments  strung  with  ten  strings — 
While  the  silver  cymbal  rings. 
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From  Thy  works  my  joy  proceeds; 
How  I  triumph  in  Thy  deeds ! 
Who  Thy  wonders  can  express? 
All  Thy  thoughts  are  fathomless — 

Hid  from  men,  in  knowledge  blind — 
Hid  from  those  to  vice  inclined; 
Who  that  tyrant  sin  obey, 
Though  they  spring  like  flowers  in  May, 
"  Parched  with  heat,  and  nipped  with  frost, 
Soon  shall  fade,  forever  lost. 

Lord,  Thou  art  Most  Great,  Most  High — 

Such  from  all  eternity ; 

Perish  shall  Thy  enemies — 

Rebels  that  against  Thee  rise. 

All  who  in  their  sins  delight 

Shall  be  scattered  by  Thy  might ; 

But  Thou  wilt  exalt  my  horn 
Like  a  youthful  unicorn ; 
Fresh  and  fragrant  odors  shed 
On  Thy  crowned  prophet's  head. 

I  shall  see  my  foe's  defeat, 

Shortly  hear  of  their  retreat; 

But  the  just,  like  palms,  shall  flourish 

Which  the  plains  of  Judah  nourish, 

Like  tall  cedars  mounted  on 

Cloud-ascending  Lebanon. 
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Plants  set  in  Thy  court,  below, 
Spread  their  roots  and  upwards  grow; 
Fruit  in  their  old  age  shall  bring, 
Ever  fat  and  flourishing. 
This  God's  justice  celebrates — 
He,  my  Rock,  injustice  hates. 

GEORGE  SANDYS 
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PSALM  XCIII 

The  Lord — the  Lord  of  glory  reigns 

In  majesty  arrayed; 
His  power  the  universe  sustains ; 

By  Him  it  first  was  made. 

Thou  art  from  everlasting,  Lord; 

Forever  fixed  Thy  throne ; 
All  sprang  from  Thy  creative  word ; 

Thou  art  the  Holy  One. 

The  mighty  waves  are  rolling  high, 
The  floods  lift  up  their  voice; 

They  seem  to  meet  the  bending  sky ; 
The  roaring  storms  rejoice. 

But  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  mightier  far,— 
The  tempests  bow  to  Thee; 

Thy  voice  can  still  their  raging  war, 
And  smooth  the  troubled  sea. 
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He  who  can  calm  the  stormy  deep, 
Will  give  His  servants  peace ; 

His  promises  He'll  ever  keep; 
His  mercies  never  cease. 

O,  then,  let  all  from  sin  depart, 

And  keep  His  sacred  word. 
Let  holiness  make  every  heart 

A  temple  for  the  Lord. 

MRS.   FOLLEN 
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PSALM  C 

With  one  consent  let  all  the  earth 
To  God  their  cheerful  voices  raise — 

Glad  homage  pay  with  joy  and  mirth, 
And  sing  before  Him  songs  of  praise. 

Convinced  that  He  is  God  alone, 

From  whom  both  we  and  all  proceed — 

We,  whom  He  chooses  for  His  own, 
The  flock  which  He  vouchsafes  to  feed. 

Oh,  enter,  then,  His  temple  gate, 
Thence  to  His  courts  devoutly  press; 

And  still  your  grateful  hymns  repeat, 
And  still  His  name  with  praises  bless. 

For  He's  the  Lord  supremely  good, 

His  mercy  is  forever  sure ; 
His  truth,  which  ever  firmly  stood, 

To  endless  ages  shall  endure. 

TATE  AND  BRAD\ 
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PSALM  CIII 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven ; 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring ; 
Redeemed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 

Who  like  me  His  praise  should  sing  ? 
Praise  Him !    Praise  Him ! 

Praise  the  everlasting  King ! 

Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress  ; 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever, 

Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless ; 
Praise  Him !    Praise  Him ! 

Glorious  in  His  faithfulness ! 

Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  geiitly  bears  us ; 

Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes ; 
Praise  Him !    Praise  Him ! 

Widely  as  His  mercy  flows! 

Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him ; 

Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him, 

Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space ; 
Praise  Him !    Praise  Him ! 

Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace! 

14 
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Frail  as  summer's  flower  we  flourish ; 

Blows  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone ; 
But  while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 

God  endures  unchanging  on ; 
Praise  Him !    Praise  Him ! 

Praise  the  High  Eternal  One. 

HENRY  FRANCIS  LYTE 
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PSALM  CXIV 

When  the  seed  of  Jacob  fled 
From  the  cruel  Pharaoh's  land, 

Judah  was  in  safety  led 

By  the  Lord,  whose  powerful  hand 
Guided  all  the  Hebrew  band. 

This  the  sea  saw,  and  dismayed 

Flies ;  swift  Jordan  backward  makes ; 

Mountains  skipped  like  rams  afraid, 
And  the  lower  hillock  shakes, 
Like  a  tender  herb  that  quakes. 

What,  O  Sea,  hath  thee  dismayed? 
Wliy  did  Jordan  backwards  make? 

Mountains,  why  like  rams  afraid 
Skipped  ye?  wherefore  did  ye  shake, 
Hillocks,  like  the  lambs  that  quake? 
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Tremble,  O  thoti  steadfast  Earth, 
At  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 

That  makes  rocks  give  rivers  birth, 
And  by  virtue  of  whose  word 
Flints  shall  flowing  springs  afford. 

ADAPTED  FROM  THOMAS  CAREW 
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PSALM  CXXII 

I  rejoiced  when  they  said,  Let  us  go  to  God's  house 
And  within  its  loved  gates  once  again  set  our  feet. 
O  Jerusalem,  built  as  a  city  compact, 

Where  the  tribes  of  the  Lord  did  in  olden  times 

meet, 
To  give  thanks  to  His  name,  ever  blest,  on  each 

feast, 
When  Salem  stood  proudly,  the  Queen  of  the  East. 

Though  Salem  no  more  in  her  grandeur  exists, 
We  revere  her  old  walls,  we.  pray  for  her  peace ; 

Let  her  lessons  go  forth,  as  the  word  of  the  Lord, 
That  friendship  and  brotherhood  here  may  in- 
crease ; 

That  the  house  of  the  Lord  may  unite  us  in  love, 

And  gain  us  the  peace  of  the  temple  above. 

RABBI  HENRY  S.  JACOBS 
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PSALM  CXXXVII 

We  sat  us  down  and  wept, 
Where  Babel's  waters  slept, 
And  we  thought  of  home  and  Zion  as  a  long-gone 

happy  dream ; 
We  hung  our  harps  in  air, 
On  the  willow-boughs,  which  there, 
Gloomy  as  round  a  sepulchre,  were  drooping  o'er 
the  stream. 


The  foes,  whose  chains  we  wore, 

Were  with  us  on  that  shore, 
Exulting  in  our  tears  that  told  the  bitterness  of  woe. 

"  Sing  us,"  they  cried  aloud, 

"  Ye,  once  so  high  and  proud, 

The  songs  ye  sang  in  Zion  ere  we  laid  her  glory 
low." 


And  shall  the  harp  of  heaven 
To  Judah's  monarch  given, 
Be  touched  by  captive  fingers,  or  grace  a  fettered 

hand? 

No !  sooner  be  my  tongue 
Mute,  powerless,  and  unstrung, 
Than  its  words  of  holy  music  make  glad  a  stranger 
land. 
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May  this  right  hand,  whose  skill 

Can  wake  the  harp  at  will, 

And  bid  the  listeners'  joys  or  griefs  in  light  or  dark- 
ness come, 

Forget  its  godlike  power, 

If  for  one  brief,  dark  hour, 
My  heart  forgets  Jerusalem,  fallen  city  of  my  home. 

Daughter  of  Babylon! 

Blessed  be  that  chosen  one, 

Whom  God  shall  send  to  smite  thee,  when  there  is 
none  to  save ; 

He  from  the  mother's  breast 

Shall  pluck  the  babe  at  rest, 
And  lay  it  in  the  sleep  of  death  beside  its  father's 


grave ! 


FITZ-GREENE    HALLECK 
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FROM  PSALM  CXXXIX 

Where  from  Thy  presence  shall  I  flee? 
Where  seek  a  hiding-place  from  Thee  ? 
If  the  pure  breath  of  Heaven  I  share, 
Lo !    I  shall  find  Thy  spirit  there ! 
If,  wandering  in  the  depths  of  hell, 
I  trust  in  secrecy  to  dwell, 
Behold !  in  all  Thy  power  and  might 
Thou,  Lord,  shalt  pierce  the  veil  of  night. 
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If  on  the  radiant  wings  of  morn 

To  unknown  lands  I'm  gently  borne, 

There,  even  there,  Thy  hand  shall  lead, 

Thy  voice  support  my  sinking  head. 

If  to  my  inmost  soul  I  say 

Darkness  and  night  shall  shroud  my  way, 

That  darkness  shall  dissolve  in  light, 

And  day  usurp  the  throne  of  night. 

No  power  can  dim  Thy  searching  eye, 

Or  bid  Thy  guardian  spirit  fly. 

Thou  knowest  well  each  infant  thought, 

Which  passion,  pride,  or  sin  has  taught ; 

And  doubts  and  fears,  but  half-expressed, 

To  Thee,  Almighty,  stand  confessed. 

Plain  as  the  waves  of  yonder  sea, 

Man's  subtlest  thoughts  are  known  to  Thee 

From  the  small  insect  tribe  which  plays 

Within  the  sun's  enlivening  rays, 

To  the  broad  ocean  waves  which  rise 

In  heaving  billows  to  the  skies, 

Or  great  or  small,  each  work  of  Thine, 

It  whispers  of  a  hand  divine. 

Each  breeze  which  fans  the  twilight  hour, 

Speeds  onward,  guided  by  Thy  power ; 

Each  wind  which  wildly  sweeps  abroad, 

Is  teeming  with  the  voice  of  God. 

MARGARET  M.  DAVIDSON 
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PSALM  CXLV 

[Sir  Robert  Grant  lived  from  1779  to  1838.  His  parlia- 
mentary career  was  distinguished  by  his  persistent  efforts 
to  obtain  the  removal  of  the  civil  disabilities  of  the  Jews  in 
England.  In  1833,  with  the  aid  of  Macaulay,  Hume,  and 
O'Connell,  he  succeeded  in  passing  a  resolution  in  favor  of 
Jewish  emancipation,  and  in  the  -same  session  carried  a  bill 
through  the  House  of  Commons  with  the  same  object.  It 
was,  however,  rejected  by  the  House  of  Lords,  as  was  a 
similar  bill  passed  by  the  House  of  Commons  the  following 
year.  It  was  not  until  1858,  twenty  years  after  his  death, 
that  the  object  to  which  he  had  devoted  so  much  time  and 
thought  was  accomplished.  ALFRED  H.  MILES.] 

O  worship  the  King 

All  glorious  above; 
O  gratefully  sing 

His  power  and  love ; 
Our  Shield  and  Defender, 

The  Ancient  of  days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendor, 

And  girded  with  praise. 

O  tell  of  His  might, 

O  sing  of  His  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light, 

Whose  canopy  space ; 
His  chariots  of  wrath 

Deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  His  path 

On  the  wings  of  the  storm. 
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The  earth  with  its  store 

Of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  Thy  power 

Hath  founded  of  old  ; 
Hath  'stablished  it  fast 

By  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast, 

Like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

Thy  bountiful  care 

What  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air, 

It  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills, 

It  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils 

In  the  dew  and  the  rain. 


O  measureless  Might, 

Ineffable  Love, 
While  angels  delight 

To  hymn  Thee  above, 
Thy  humbler  creation, 

Though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration 

Shall  lisp  .to  Thy  praise. 

SIR  ROBERT  GRANT 
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PSALM  CXLVIII 

Praise   the   Lord   of   Heaven,   praise   Him   in   the 

height, 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  angels,  praise  Him,  stars  and 

light; 

Praise  Him,  skies  and  waters  which  above  the  skies, 
When  His  word  commanded,  'stablished  did  arise. 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  fountains  of  the  deeps  and  seas, 
Rocks  and  hills  and  mountains,  cedars  and  all  trees  ; 
Praise  Him,  clouds  and  vapors,  snow  and  hail  and 

fire, 
Stormy  wind,  fulfilling  only  His  desire. 

Praise  Him,  fowls  and  cattle,  princes  and  all  kings ; 
Praise  Him,  men  and  maidens,  all  created  things ; 
For  the  Name  of  God  is  excellent  alone; 
Over  Earth  His  footstool,  over  Heaven  His  throne. 

SIR  THOMAS   BROWNE 
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PSALM  CXLVIII 

Praise  the  Lord  from  Heav'n  on  high; 
Praise  Him  in  the  lofty  sky ; 
Praise  Him,  all  His  angels  bright; 
Praise  Him,  all  His  hosts  of  light; 
Praise  Him,  sun  and  moon  afar ; 
Praise  Him,  every  radiant  star. 
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Praise  Him,  Heav'ns  that  Heav'n  upbear ; 

Waters,  higher  hung  in  air ; 

Let  them  praise  their  sovereign  Lord, 

For  they  rose  beneath  His  word ; 

He  hath  fixed  their  places  fast, 

With  a  bound  that  ne'er  was  past. 

Praise  the  Lord  from  earth  below ; 
Monsters  of  the  ocean's  flow ; 
Fire  and  cloud,  and  snow  and  hail, 
And  the  storm's  obedient  gale ; 
Mountains  and  their  highlands  all ; 
Fruitful  groves  and  cedars  tall. 

Beasts  that  field  or  forest  bore; 
Worms  that  creep  and  birds  that  soar ; 
Kings,  and  men  of  lowly  birth ; 
Chiefs  and  judges,  thron'd  on  earth ; 
Youths  and  maids  in  blooming  choirs ; 
Smiling  babes  and  hoary  sires ; 

All,  your  Lord's  high  name  proclaim ; 
High  and  bright  o'er  every  name ; 
Heaven  and  earth  His  glory  spread, 
While  He  lifts  His  people's  head; 
Lifts  the  seed  that  owns  His  fear, — 
Israel,  to  the  Lord  so  dear. 
Praise  the  Lord ! 

REV,  GEORGE  BURGESS 
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PSALM  CXLVIII 

Come,  O  come !  with  sacred  lays, 
Let  us  sound  th'Almighty's  praise ; 
Hither  bring  in  true  consent, 
Heart  and  voice  and  instrument. 
Let  the  orpharion  sweet 
With  the  harp  and  viol  meet ; 
To  your  voices  tune  the  lute ; 
Let  not  tongue  nor  string  be  mute ; 
Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  found 
That  hath  either  voice  or  sound. 

Let  such  things  as  do  not  live, 
In  still  music  praises  give ; 
Lowly  pipe,  ye  worms  that  creep 
On  the  earth  or  in  the  deep ; 
Loud  aloft  your  voices  strain, 
Beasts  and  monsters  of  the  main ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing; 
Clouds,  your  peals  of  thunder  ring ; 
Sun  and  Moon,  exalted  higher, 
And  you  Stars,  augment  the  choir. 

Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race, 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place, 
And  amid  this  mortal  throng, 
Be  ye  masters  of  the  song. 
Angels  and  celestial  powers, 
Be  the  noblest  tenor  yours. 
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Let,  in  praise  of  God,  the  sound 
Run  a  never-ending  round, 
That  our  holy  hymn  may  be 
Everlasting,  as  is  He. 

From  the  earth's  vast  hollow  tomb, 
Music's  deepest  bass  shall  come ; 
Sea  and  floods  from  shore  to  shore 
Shall  the  counter-tenor  roar. 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing, 
Whistling  winds,  your  descant  bring; 
Which  may  bear  the  sound  above 
Where  the  orb  of  fire  doth  move ; 
And  so  climb  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
Till  our  song  th'Almighty  hear. 

So  shall  He,  from  Heaven's  high  tower 
On  the  earth  His  blessings  shower; 
All  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be. 
There  our  voices  we  will  rear 
Till  we  fill  it  everywhere ; 
Then,  O  come!  with  sacred  lays, 
Let  us  sound  th' Almighty's  praise ! 

GEORGE  WITHER 


THE  HOLY  DAYS 
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THE  HEBREWS  FRIDAY  NIGHT 

Sweet  Sabbath-Bride,  the  Hebrew's  theme  of  praise, 

Celestial  maiden  with  the  starry  eyes, 
Around  thine  head  a  sacred  nimbus  plays, 

Thy  smile  is  soft  as  lucent  summer  skies, 

Before  thy  purity  all  evil  dies. 
In  wedding-robe  of  stainless  sunshine  drest, 

Thou  dawnest  on  Life's  darkness,  and  it  dies ; 
The  bridal-wreath  is  lilies  Heaven-blest, 
The  dowry  Peace  and  Love  and  Holiness  and  Rest. 

For  in  thy  presence  he  forgets  awhile 

The  gloom  and  discord  of  man's  mortal  years, 

To  seek  the  light  that  streameth  from  thy  face; 
To  list  thy  tender  lullaby  which  cheers 
His  soul,  and  lies  like  music  on  his  ears. 

His  very  sorrows  with  soft  splendor  shine, 
Transfigured  by  a  mist  of  sacred  tears ; 

He  drinks  thy  gently  offered  Anodyne, 

And  feels  himself  absorbed  into  the  Peace  divine. 

The  Father  from  the  Synagogue  returns 
(A  singing-bird  is  nestling  at  his  heart), 

And  from  without  the  festive  light  discerns 
Which  tells  his  faithful  wife  has  done  her  part 
To  welcome  Sabbath  with  domestic  art. 

He  enters  and  perceives  the  picture  true, 
And  tears  unbidden  from  his  eyelids  start, 
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As  Paradise  thus  opens  on  his  view, 

And  then  he  smiles  and  thanks  God  he  is  a  Jew. 

For  "  Friday-night  "  is  written  on  his  home 

In  fair,  white  characters;  his  wife  has  spread 
The  snowy  Sabbath-cloth ;  the  Hebrew  tome, 

The  flask  and  cup  are  at  the  table's  head ; 

There's  Sabbath  magic  in  the  very  bread ; 
And  royal  fare  the  humble  dishes  seem ; 

A  holy  light  the  Sabbath  candles  shed; 
Around,  his  children's  shining  faces  beam; 
He  feels  the  strife  of  every  day  a  far-off  dream. 

His  buxom  wife  he  kisses ;  then  he  lays 

Upon  each  child's  young  head,  two  loving  hands 

Of  benediction,  so  in  after-days, 

When  they  shall  be  afar  in  other  lands, 
They  shall  be  knit  to  God  and  home  by  bands 

Of  sacred  memory.     And  then  he  makes 

The  blessing  o'er  the  wine,  and  while  each  stands, 

The  quaintly  convoluted  bread  he  breaks, 

Which  tastes  to  all  to-night  more  sweet  than  hon- 
eyed cakes. 

And  now  they  eat  the  Sabbath  meal  with  laugh 
And  jest  and  gossip  till  all  fun  must  cease, 

While  Father  chants  the  Grace,  all  singing  half, 
And  then  the  Sabbath  hymns  of  Love  and  Peace, 
And  Hope  from  alien  lands  to  find  release. 

No  evil  can  this  night  its  head  uprear ; 
Earth's  joys  loom  larger,  and  its  ills  decrease ; 

To-night  of  ghosts  the  youngest  has  no  fear — 

Does  not  his  guardian  Sabbath  Angel  hover  near? 
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So  in  a  thousand  squalid  Ghettos  penned, 
Engirt,  yet  undismayed  by  perils  vast, 

The  Jew,  in  hymns  that  marked  his  faith,  would 

spend 

This  night,  and  dream  of  all  his  glorious  Past, 
And  wait  the  splendors  by  his  seers  forecast. 

And  so,  while  medieval  creeds  at  strife 
With  nature  die,  the  Jew's  ideals  last ; 

The  simple  love  of  home  and  child  and  wife, 

The  sweet  humanities  which  make  our  higher  life. 

ISRAEL  2ANGWILL 
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THE  DAY  OF  REST 

Come,  O  Sabbath  day,  and  bring 
Peace  and  healing  on  thy  wing, 
And  to  every  troubled  breast 
Speak  of  the  divine  behest : 
Thou  shalt  rest! 

Earthly  longings  bid  retire, 
Quench  our  passions'  hurtful  fire ; 
To  the  wayward,  sin-oppressed, 
Bring  thou  the  divine  behest : 
Thou  shalt  rest! 

Wipe  from  every  cheek  the  tear; 
Banish  care,  and  silence  fear; 
All  things  working  for  the  best, 
Teach  us  the  divine  behest, 
Thou  shalt  rest ! 

RABBI  GUSTAV  GOTTHEIL 

TB 
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SABBATH  THOUGHTS 

I  bless  Thee,  Father,  for  the  grace 

Thou  me  this  day  hast  given, 
Strengthening  my  soul  to  seek  Thy  face, 

And  list  the  theme  of  heaven. 

I  bless  Thee  that  each  workday  care 
„   Thy  love  hath  lull'd  to  rest, 
And  every  thought  whose  wing  has  prayer 
Thine  answering  word  hath  blest. 

I  bless  Thee,  Father!    Those  dark  fears 

That  lingered  round  my  heart, 
That  called  for  murmurs,  doubts,  and  fears, 

Thy  mercy  bade  depart. 

O  Thou  alone  couldst  send  them  hence 

On  this  bless'd  day  of  peace, 
And  with  Thy  spirit's  pure  incense 

Bid  workday  turmoils  cease. 

GRACE  AGUILAR 
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SEDER-NIGHT 

Prosaic  miles  of  streets  stretch  all  around 
Astir  with  restless,  hurried  life,  and  spanned 

By  arches  that  with  thunderous  trains  resound, 
And  throbbing  wires  that  galvanize  the  land; 
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Gin-palaces  in  tawdry  splendor  stand  ; 
The  newsboys  shriek  of  mangled  bodies  found  ; 

The  last  burlesque  is  playing  in  the  Strand  — 
In  modern  prose  all  poetry  seems  drowned. 


ten  thousand  homes  this  April  night, 
An  ancient  People  celebrates  its  birth 
To  Freedom,  with  a  reverential  mirth, 
With  customs  quaint,  and  many  a  hoary  rite, 
Waiting  until,  its  tarnished  glories  bright, 
Its  God  shall  be  the  God  of  all  the  earth. 

ISRAEL  ZANGWILL 
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THE  HOPE  OF  NATIONS 
A  PASSOVER  HYMN 

The  sullen  ice  has  crept  from  many  fields; 

The  conflict,  though  so  turbulent,  is  past ; 
Again  the  spring  its  wealth  of  verdure  yields ; 

The  probing  sun  has  conquered  cold  at  last. 

It  is  the  Paschal  of  reviving  earth, 

The  longed-for  resurrection  of  its  charms ; 

Each  bud,  prophetic  type  of  freedom's  birth, 
A  conquest  each  o'er  winter's  dread  alarms. 

And  all  the  sunny  joys,  till  now  concealed, 

Are  emblems  bright  of  freedom's  blessed  morn, 

When  Israel's  rescue  first  the  truth  revealed : 
"To  free  and  equal  rights  all  men  are  born!" 


fr 


228     SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

Then  let  our  ]fesu^r^>aU  proclaim 
Who  yearn  for  liberty's  enkindling  sun, 

And  let  the  nations  join  the  glad  acclaim, 
"  Our  God  is  One  —  Humanity  is  one  !  " 

FROM   THE   HEBREW 

Translation  by  Deborah  Kleinert  Janowitz 
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HYMN  FOR  PENTECOST 

When  Thou  didst  descend  upon  Sinai's  mountain, 
It  trembled  and  shook  'neath  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  the   rocks   were  moved  by  Thy  power   and 

splendor ; 

How  then  can  my  spirit  before  Thee  stand 
On  the  day  when  darkness  overspread  the  heavens, 
And  the  sun  was  hidden  at  Thy  command? 
The  angels  of  God,  for  Thy  great  name's  worship, 
Are  ranged  before  Thee,  a  shining  band, 
And  the  children  of  men  are  waiting  ever 
Thy  mercies,  unnumbered  as  grains  of  sand. 
The  Law  they  received  from  the  mouth  of  Thy 

glory, 

They  learn  and  consider  and  understand ; 
Oh!  accept  Thou  their  song,  and  rejoice  in  their 

gladness 
Who  proclaim  Thy  glory  in  every  land. 

JEHUDA   HALEVI 
Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Mrs.  Henry  Lucas 
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THE  HEAVENLY  LIGHT 
SHABUOTH 

When  Israel  to  the  wilderness 

Had  fled  from  Pharaoh's  cruel  might, 

The  Eternal  sent,  to  lead  them  on, 
A  cloud  by  day,  a  fire  by  night. 

And,  guided  by  that  heavenly  flame, 

The  beacon  from  Jehovah's  hand, 
The  chosen  people  safely  reached 

Their  destined  goal,  the  promised  land. 

Yet  not  alone  in  days  of  yore 

Has  G9d  His  wondrous  mercies  shown, 

For  still  He  grants  to  all  mankind 
A  glorious  light  to  lead  them  on ; 

A  lamp  of  radiant,  glowing  hue, 

By  Israel  borne  in  every  clime, 
Through  fire  and  flood,  through  tears  and  blood. 

With  courage  grand  and  faith  sublime. 

When  all  the  world  was  steeped  in  sin, 
The  Hebrews  braved  the  nations'  wrath 

And  nobly  followed  still  the  guide 
That  led  them  on  in  virtue's  path. 

That  beacon  is  the  Decalogue, 

Proclaimed  from  Sinai's  flaming  height, 

And  burning,  as  each  age  rolls  by, 
With  purer,  grander,  holier  light. 
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Oh,  glorious  flame!    Thy  sparkling  beams 

With  radiant  splendor  shine  torday ; 
Nor  time,  nor  change,  nor  tyrant's  power 

Can  quench  or  dim  one  holy  ray. 

Oh,  heavenly  lamp !    Thy  light  shall  shine 

Till  sin  and  hate  from  earth  depart; 
Till  wrong  shall  fail  and  right  prevail, 

And  justice  rule  the  human  heart. 

May,  that  bright  beacon  guide  us  still, 

E'en  like  God's  own  untiring  hand, 
That  we,  when  this  life's  storms  are  o'er, 

May  reach  with  joy  the  heavenly  land. 

MAX    MEYERHARDT 
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SHABUOTH 

Let  praise  and  song  and  psalmody 
In  chorus  rise  to  God  on  high ! 
For  He  hath  made  this  glorious  day ! 
Be  glad!  Rejoice!  Hallelujah! 

From  heaven  came  in  brilliant  rays 
The  law,  which  shines  on  all  our  ways ; 
Its  gentle  light  now  casts  its  beams 
On  all  that  dark  and  hidden  seems. 

It  leads  us  to  the  realms  of  light 
Upon  our  path  through  early  night, 
And  sanctifies  our  life  and  will, 
Our  duty  ever  to  fulfil. 
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Let  praise  and  song  and  psalmody 
In  chorus  rise  to  God  on  high ! 
For  He  hath  made  this  glorious  day ! 
Be  glad!  Rejoice!  Hallelujah! 

RABBI  JAMES  K.  GUTHEIM 
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ROSH  HASHANAH 

Into  the  tomb  of  ages  past 
Another  year  hath  now  been  cast ; 
Shall  time  unheeded  take  its  flight, 
Nor  leave  one  ray  of  higher  light, 
That  on  man's  pilgrimage  may  shine 
And  lead  his  soul  to  spheres  divine? 

Ah!  which  of  us,  if  self-reviewed, 
Can  boast  unfailing  rectitude? 
Who  can  declare  his  wayward  will 
More  prone  to  righteous  deed  than  ill  ? 
Or,  in  his  retrospect  of  life, 
No  traces  find  of  passion's  strife  ? 

With  firm  resolve  your  bosoms  nerve 
The  God  of  right  alone  to  serve ; 
Speech,  thought,  and  act  to  regulate, 
By  what  His  perfect  laws  dictate ; 
Nor  from  His  holy  precepts  stray, 
By  worldly  idols  lured  away. 
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Peace  to  the  house  of  Israel ! 
May  joy  within  it  ever  dwell ! 
May  sorrow  on  the  opening  year, 
Forgetting  its  accustomed  tear, 
With  smiles  again  fond  kindred  meet, 
With  hopes  revived  the  festal  greet ! 

PENINA    MOISE 
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THE  TWO  VOICES 

MEDITATION  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR 
Between  the  past  and  future  year 
We  pause  awhile  in  our  career 

Two  voices  to  attend. 
One  speaks  of  life  and  light  and  bloom, 
One  warns  us  of  the  unseen  tomb 

To  which  all  must  descend. 

Experience  and  hope  thus  stand 
Addressing  all  the  human  band, 

As  on  they  swiftly  speed. 
Young  pilgrims  but  the  promise  hear, 
That  time  in  every  coming  year 

Will  but  to  pleasure  lead. 

Few  even  of  maturer  age 

Can  that  grave  wisdom  long  engage 

Which  for  reflection  calls. 
Still  blind  and  rash,  they  forward  pass, 
The  last  few  minutes  of  their  glass 

Wasting  in  mirth's  gay  halls. 
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O,  listen  to  the  warning  tone 

In  sorrow  sent  from  memory's  throne, 

Ye  children  of  the  dust! 
No  falsehood  rests  upon  the  tongue 
That  counsels  both  the  old  and  young 

In  God  alone  to  trust. 

Put  off  each  ling' ring  weakness  now ! 
Faith  will  your  minds  with  strength  endow 

Self-conquest  to  achieve ; — 
Will  give  you  fortitude  to  bear 
The  chastenings,  frequent  and  severe, 

You  may  on  earth  receive. 

PENINA  MOISE 
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KOL  NIDRA 

(From  "  The  Day  of  Atonement ") 
Lo !  above  the  mournful  chanting, 
Rise  the  fuller-sounded  wailings 
Of  the  soul's  most  solemn  anthem. 
Hark !  the  strains  of  deep  Kol  Nidra — 
Saddest  music  ever  mortal 
Taught  his  lips  to  hymn  or  sound ! 

Not  the  heart  of  one  lone  mortal 
Told  his  anguish  in  that  strain ; 
All  the  sorrow,  pain,  and  struggles 
Of  a  people  in  despair, 
Gathered  from  the  vale  of  weeping, 
Through  the  ages  of  distress. 
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"Tis  a  mighty  cry  of  beings 

Held  in  bondage  and  affliction  ; 

All  the  wailing  and  lamenting 

Of  a  homeless  people,  roaming 

O'er  the  plains  and  scattered  hamlets 

Of  a  world,  without  a  refuge ; 

All  the  sorrows,  trials,  bereavements, — 

Loss  of  country,  home,  and  people, — 

In  one  mighty  strain  uniting, 

Chant  for  every  age  its  wail ; 

Make  the  suffering  years  re-echo 

With  the  wounds  and  pains  of  yore ; 

Give  a  voice  to  every  martyr 

Ever  hushed  to  death  by  pain ; 

Every  smothered  shriek  of  daughter 

Burned  upon  the  fagot's  bier ; 

Bring  the  wander-years  and  exile, 

Persecution's  harsh  assailment, 

Ghetto  misery  and  hounding, 

To  the  ears  of  men  to-day ; 

Link  the  dark  and  dreary  ages 

With  the  brighter  future's  glow ; 

Weave  the  past  and  hopeful  present ; 

Bind  the  living  with  the  sleeping; 

Even  with  the  dead  uniting, 

When  the  soul  would  join  with  God. 

******* 

Slowly  creep  the  muffled  murmurs. 
As  the  leaves  and  flowers,  conspiring, 
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Steal  a  breeze  from  summer's  chamber, 
Hum  and  mumble  as  they  stroke  it, 
Smooth,  caress,  and  gently  coy  it, 
So  this  murmur  spreads  the  voices 
Of  the  praying  Synagogue, 
As  each  lip  repeats  the  sinning 
Of  his  selfish,  godless  living; 
By  each  murmur  low  recounting 
Every  single  sin  and  crime : — 
How  he  falsified  his  neighbor, 
Made  a  stumbling-block  for  blindness, 
Cursed  the  deaf,  unstaid  the  cripple, 
Played  his  son  and  daughter  wrong, 
Tattled  of  his  wife's  behavior, 
Made  his  father's  age  a  load, 
Spoke  belittling  of  his  mother, 
Took  advantage  of  the  stupid, 
Made  the  hungry  buy  their  bread, 
Turned  the  needy  from  his  threshold, 
Shut  the  stranger  from  his  fold, 
Never  begged  forgiveness,  pardon 
For  a  wrong  aimed  at  a  foe, 
Never  weighed  the  love  or  mercy 
Of  the  Father  of  the  world. 
Low  the  lips  are  now  repenting; 
Every  murmur  is  a  sob 
Ebbing  from  the  font  of  being. 

****** 

Who  has  ever  heard  Kol  Nidra 
Gushing  from  the  breast  of  man ; 
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Rising,  falling,  as  the  ocean 
Lifts  the  waves  in  joy  or  fear? 
From  Time's  ocean  has  it  risen ; 
Every  age  has  lent  a  murmur, 
Every  cycle  built  a  wail ; 
Every  sorrow  ever  dwelling 
In  the  tortured  heart  of  man, 
Tears  and  sighs  together  swelling, 
Answer  for  the  pangs  of  ages. 
'Tis  the  voice  of  countless  pilgrims, 
Sons  of  Jacob,  with  a  cry, 
Moaning,  sighing,  grieving,  wailing, 
Answering  in  thousand  voices, 
Fate  and  destiny  of  man; 
******* 

Wander-song  of  homeless  traveller, 
Outcast  from  the  ranks  of  men ; 
Echoes  from  the  throes  of  mortals, 
Questioning  the  ways  of  God ; 

******* 

'Tis  a  saintly  aspiration 

Of  a  holy  soul  in  prayer ; 

'Tis  the  music  hummed  by  mercy, 

Love,  forgiveness,  in  a  union, 

Sweeping  o'er  the  span  of  ages, 

Flooding  earth  with  one  majestic, 

Universal  hymn  of  woe, 

As  if  God  had  willed  his  children 

Weep  in  but  one  human  strain. 
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Who  can  hear  this  strange  Kol  Nidra 
Without  dropping  in  the  spell  ? 
Lift  the  visage  of  the  present, 
Like  the  momentary  fleeting 
Of  the  evening  with  the  past. 


RABBI  JOSEPH  LEISER 
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YOM  KIPPUR 

They  of  great  faith  have  ceased, 
Men  girt  with  spirit-power, 

Who,  standing  in  the  breach, 
Became  our  sheltering  tower. 

They  wrestled  through  the  night, 
Whilst  we  from  God  had  turned ; 

Lay  prostrate  in  the  dust, 
As  His  fierce  anger  burned. 

They  changed  to  mercy — wrath, 
And  stay'd  the  chastening  rod ; 

For  their  sakes  we  found  grace 
With  an  offended  God. 

Woe,  woe !  that  through  our  sins 
Our  helpers  we  have  lost ! 

They  now  are  at  their  rest, 
Whilst  we  by  tempests  tossed/ 
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For  those  of  mighty  hearts 
We  search  the  earth  in  vain ; 

And  yet  will  not  despair 
God's  gracious  ear  to  gain. 

Alone  we  come  to  Thee 

In  sorrow  and  in  shame ; 
With  daring  hope  and  trust, 

Now  Thy  forgiveness  claim. 

O,  blest  the  gracious  word, 

Th'evangel  of  this  day, 
That  none  who  turn  to  Thee 

Are  ever  cast  away. 

FROM  THE  PIEBREW  OF  THE  TENTH  CENTURY 
Translation  by  Rabbi  Gustav  Gottheil 
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YOM  KIPPUR 

To  Thee  we  give  ourselves  to-day, 
Forgetful  of  the  world  outside; 

We  tarry  in  Thy  house,  O  Lord, 
From  eventide  to  eventide. 

From  Thy  all-searching,  righteous  eye 
Our  deepest  heart  can  nothing  hide; 

It  crieth  up  to  Thee  for  peace 
From  eventide  to  eventide. 
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Who  could  endure,  should' st  Thou,  O  God, 

As  we  deserve,  forever  chide! 
We  therefore  seek  Thy  pardoning  grace 

From  eventide  to  eventide. 

O  may  we  lay  to  heart  how  swift 
The  years  of  life  do  onward  glide; 

So  learn  to  live  that  we  may  see 
Thy  light  at  our  life's  eventide. 

RABBI  GUSTAV  GOTTHEIL 
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HYMN  FOR  TABERNACLES 

Thy  praise,  O  Lord,  will  I  proclaim 
In  hymns  unto  Thy  glorious  name. 
O  Thou  Redeemer,  Lord  and  King, 
Redemption  to  Thy  faithful  bring! 
Before  Thine  altar  they  rejoice 

With  branch  of  palm  and  myrtle  stem ; 
To  Thee  they  raise  the  prayerful  voice- 
Have  mercy,  save  and  prosper  them. 

Mayst  Thou,  in  mercy  manifold, 
Dear  unto  Thee  Thy  people  hold ; 
When  at  Thy  gate  they  bend  the  knee, 
And  worship  and  acknowledge  Thee, 
Do  Thou  their  heart's  desire  fulfil ; 

Rejoice  with  them  in  love  this  day; 
Forgive  their  sins  and  thoughts  of  ill, 

And  their  transgressions  cast  away. 
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They  overflow  with  prayer  and  praise 
To  Him  who  knows  the  future  days. 
Have  mercy,  Thou,  and  hear  the  prayer 
Of  those  who  palms  and  myrtles  bear ; 
Thee  day  and  night  they  sanctify, 

And  in  perpetual  song  adore; 
Like  to  the  heavenly  hosts  they  cry : 

"  Blessed  art  Thou  forevermore." 

ELEAZAR   BEN   JACOB   KALIR 

Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Mrs.  Henry  Lucas 
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HARVEST  HYMN 

Lord  of  the  harvest !  Thee  we  hail ; 
Thine  ancient  promise  doth  not  fail ; 
The  varying  seasons  haste  their  round ; 
With  goodness  all  our  years  are  crowned ; 

Our  thanks  we  pay, 

This  holy  day ; 
Oh,  let  our  hearts  in  .tune  be  found. 

If  Spring  doth  wake  the  song  of  mirth ; 
If  Summer  warms  the  fruitful  earth ; 
When  Winter  sweeps  the  naked  plain, 
Or  Autumn  yields  its  ripened  grain, 

Still  do  we  sing 

To  Thee,  our  King ; 
Through  all  the  changes  Thou  dost  reign. 
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But  chiefly  when  Thy  liberal  hand 
Scatters  new  plenty  o'er  .the  land ; 
When  sounds  of  music  fill  the  air, 
And  homeward  all  their  treasures  bear ; 

We  too  will  raise 

Our  hymn  of  praise, 
F.or  we  Thy  common  bounties  share. 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  all  is  Thine ! 
The  rains  that  fall,  the  suns  that  shine, 
The  seed  once  hidden  in  the  ground, 
The  skill  that  makes  our  fruits  abound ! 

New,  every  year, 

Thy  gifts  appear ; 
New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound! 

JOHN    HAMPDEN   GURNEY 


THE  FEAST  OF  LIGHTS 

Kindle  the  taper  like  the  steadfast  star 

Ablaze  on  evening's  forehead  o'er  the  earth, 
And  add  each  night  a  lustre,  till  afar 

An  eightfold  splendor  shine  above  the  hearth. 
Clash,  Israel,  the  cymbals,  touch  the  lyre, 

Blow  the  brass  trumpet  and  the  harsh-tongued 

horn; 
Chant  psalms  of  victory  till  the  heart  takes  fire, 

The  Maccabean  spirit  leap  new-born. 
16 
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Remember  how  from  wintry  dawn  till  night, 

Such  songs  were  sung  in  Zion,  when  again 
On  the  high  altar  flamed  the  sacred  light, 

And,  purified  from  every  Syrian  stain, 
The   foam-white   walls    with   golden    shields   were 
hung, 

With  crowns  and  silken  spoils,  and  at  the  shrine 
Stood,  midst  their  conqueror-tribe,  five  chieftains, 
sprung 

From  one  heroic  stock,  one  seed  divine. 


Five  branches  grown  from  Mattathias'  stem, 

The  Blessed  John,  the  Keen-Eyed  Jonathan, 
Simon  the  Fair,  the  Burst-of-Spring,  the  Gem, 

Eleazar,  Help-of-God;  o'er  all  his  clan 
Judas,  the  Lion-Prince,  th'Avenging-Rod, 

Towered  in  warrior-beauty,  uncrowned  king, 
Armed  with  the  breastplate  and  the  sword  of  God, 

Whose  praise  is :     "  He  received  the  perishing." 


They  who  had  camped  within  the  mountain-pass, 

Couched  on  the  rock,  and  tented  'neath  the  sky, 
Who  saw  from  Mizpah's  heights  the  tangled  grass 

Choke  the  wide  temple  courts;  the  altar  lie 
Disfigured  and  polluted ;  who  had  flung 

Their  faces  on  the  stones,  and  mourned  aloud, 
And  rent  their  garments,  wailing  with  one  tongue, 

Crushed  as  a  wind-swept  bed  of  reeds  is  bowed, 
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E'en  they,  by  one  voice  fired,  one  heart  of  flame, 

Though  broken  reeds,  had  risen  and  were  men ; 
They  rushed  upon  the  spoiler  and  o'ercame ; 

Each  arm  for  freedom  had  the  strength  of  ten. 
Now  is  their  mourning  into  dancing  turned, 

Their  sackcloth  doffed  for  garments  of  delight ; 
Week-long  the  festive  torches  shall  be  burned, 

Music  and  revelry  wed  day  and  night. 

Still  ours  the  dance,  the  feast,  the  glorious  Psalm, 

The  mystic  lights  of  emblem,  and  the  Word. 
Where   is   our  Judas?     Where   our   five-branched 
palm? 

Where  are  the  lion-warriors  of  the  Lord  ? 
Clash,  Israel,  the  cymbals,  touch  the  lyre, 

Sound  the  brass  trumpet  and  the  harsh-tongued 

horn, 
Chant  hymns  of  victory  till  the  heart  takes  fire, 

The  Maccabean  spirit  leap  new-born! 

EMMA  LAZARUS 
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CHANUKAH 
I 

We  welcome  thee  joyfully,  glorious  night, 
\We  hail  thee  with  pleasure,  O  Chanukah  light! 
Its  lustre,  so  brilliant,  invites  us  to  joy, 
Invites  us  to  praise  Him,  the  great  Adonoy. 


j  vi 

r 
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i/   He  was  our  Redeemer  in  dark  days  of  old, 
\    When  Syria's  mad  ruler,  proud,  cruel,  and  bold, 
\Proclaimed  through  Judea:     "Your  God  I  defy; 
Bow  down  to  my  idols  and  worship  —  or  die  !  " 


f% 


Of  brave,  pious  martyrs  these  bright  candles  tell, 

yielded  their  soul,  praying :    "  Hear,  Israel !  " 
Of  Hannah,  the  mother,  and  seven  sons,  so  dear, 
Who  sealed  with  their  life-blood  their  faith  without 
fear. 

But  Israel's  God  never  slumbers  nor  sleeps, 
He  ever  is  near  him  who  mournfully  weeps, 
He  saw  our  oppression,  and,  hearing  our  pleas, 
Awakened,  to  save  us,  the  brave  Maccabees. 

They  fought  like  true  heroes   for  God,  law,  and 

land, 

To  victory  leading  their  heroic  band, 
The  enemy  dreaded  the  name  Maccabee, 
'-He  perished  ^r  fled,  and  Judea  was  free ! 

/  Once  more  was  Jerusalem  happy  and  gay, 
When  Judah  returned  in  triumphant  array ; 
Then  songs  of  victorious  joy  arid  of  praise 
Arose  from  God's  Temple,  all  brilliant,  ablaze. 

/Be  welcome  then,  welcome,  O  glorious  night, 
We  hail  thee  with  pleasure,  O  Chanukah  light ! 
Its  lustre,  so  brilliant,  invites  us  to  joy, 
Invites  us  to  praise  Him,  the  great  Adonoy ! 

RABBI  LOUIS  STERN 
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III 
CHANUKAH 

II 

[This  can  be  sung  to  the  traditional  Chanukah  Hymn 
found  in  all  Jewish  Hyrnnals.] 

Let  our  grateful  anthems  ring, 

Joyous  songs  and  gladsome  lays, 
To  our  God  and  Heavenly  King, 
Sing  His  glory!  Sound  His  praise! 
He  who  never  sleepeth 
Israel  safely  keepeth, 
Hears  their  cry,  from  on  high, 
E'er  when  Judah  weepeth. 

Syria's  mad  and  mighty  host 

Fiercely  down  upon  us  swept. 
To  destroy  us  was  their  boast; 
Israel  trembled,  Judah  wept ! 
But  behold!  salvation 
God  wrought  for  our  nation, 
Sending  light,  clear  and  bright, 
'Midst  our  tribulation. 

"  Feast  of  Lights  " — O  glorious  name ! 

Cast  thy  rays  o'er  land  and  seas ; 
Kindle  in  all  hearts  the  flame 
That  inspired  the  Maccabees; 
Heroes  to  be  ever, 
Cowards,  traitors — never ! 
And  to  love  God  above, 

Right  and  truth  forever. 

RABBI  LOUIS  STERN 
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CHANUKAH 

Great  arbiter  of  human  fate 

Whose  glory  ne'er  decays, 
To  Thee  alone  we  dedicate 

The  song  and  soul  of  praise. 
Thy  presence  Judah's  host  inspired 

On  danger's  post  to  rush ; 
By  Thee  the  Maccabee  was  fired 

The  despot  foes  to  crush. 

Amid  the  ruins  of  their  land, 

In  Salem's  sad  decline, 
Stood  forth  a  brave  but  scanty  band 

To  battle  for  their  shrine. 
In  bitterness  of  soul  they  wept 

Without  the  temple  walls  ; 
For  weeds  around  its  courts  had  crept 

And  foes  camped  in  its  halls. 

Not  long  to  vain  regrets  they  yield ; 

But  for  their  cherished  fane, 
Nerved  by  true  faith,  they  take  the  field, 

And  victory  obtain. 
But  whose  the  power,  whose  the  hand, 

Which  thus  to  triumph  led 
That  slender  but  heroic  band, 

From  which  blasphemers  fled  ? 
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'Twas  Thine,  O  everlasting  King 

And  universal  Lord! 
Whose  wonders  still  Thy  servants  sing, 

And  ever  shall  record. 
And  thus  shall  Mercy's  hand  delight 

To  cleanse  the  blemished  heart, 
Rekindle  heaven's  waning  light, 

And  truth  and  peace  impart. 

PENINA  MOISE 
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IN  EXILE 

["  Since  that  day  till  now  our  life  is  one  unbroken  Para- 
dise. We  live  a  true  brotherly  life.  Every  evening  after 
supper  we  take  a  seat  under  the  mighty  oak  and  sing  our 
songs."  (Extract  from  a  letter  of  a  Russian  refugee  in 
Texas.)] 

Twilight  is  here,  soft  breezes  bow  the  grass, 
Day's  sounds  of  various  toil  break  slowly  off. 

The  yoke-freed  oxen  low,  the  patient  ass 
Dips  his  dry  nostril  in  the  cool,  deep  trough. 

Up  from  the  prairie  the  tanned  herdsmen  pass 
With  frothy  pails,  guiding  with  voices  rough 

Their  udder-lightened  kine.     Fresh  smells  of  earth 

The  rich,  black  furrows  of  the  glebe  send  forth. 

After  the  Southern  day  of  heavy  toil, 

How  good  to  lie,  with  limbs  relaxed,  brows  bare 

To  evening's  fan,  and  watch  the  smoke  wreaths  coil 
Up  from  one's  pipe-stem  through  the  rayless  air. 

So  deem  these  unused  tillers  of  the.  soil, 

Who,  stretched  beneath  the  shadowing  oak-tree., 
stare 

Peacefully  on  the  star-unfolding  skies, 

And  name  their  life  unbroken  paradise. 
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The  hounded  stag  that  has  escaped  the  pack, 
And  pants  at  ease  within  a  thick-leaved  dell ; 

The  unimprisoned  bird  that  finds  the  track 

Through  unbathed   space   to  where  his   fellows 
dwell ; 

The  martyr,  granted  respite  from  the  rack, 

The    death-doomed    victim,    pardoned    from    his 
cell,— 

Such  only  know  the  joy  these  exiles  gain,- 

Life's  sharpest  rapture  is  surcease  of  pain. 

Strange  faces  theirs,  where,  though  the  Orient  sun 
Gleams   from   the   eyes   and  glows   athwart   the 
skin, 

Grave  lines  of  studious  thought  and  purpose  run 
From    curl-crowned    forehead    to    dark-bearded 
chin. 

And  over  all  the  seal  is  stamped  thereon 
Of  anguish  branded  by  a  world  of  sin, 

In  fire  and  blood  through  ages  on  their  name, — 

Their  seal  of  glory  and  the  Gentiles'  shame. 

Freedom  to  love  the  Law  that  Moses  brought, 
To  sing  the  songs  of  David,  and  to  think 

The  thoughts  Gabirol  to  Spinoza  taught; 
Freedom  to  dig  the  common  earth,  to  drink 

The  universal  air — for  this  they  sought 
Refuge  o'er  wave  and  continent,  to  link 

Egypt  with  Texas  in  their  mystic  chain, 

And  truth's  perpetual  lamp  forbid  to  wane. 
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Hark !  through  the  quiet  evening  air  their  song 
Floats  forth  with  wild,  sweet  rhythm  and  glad 
refrain ; 

They  sing  the  conquest  of  the  spirit  strong, 
The  soul  that  wrests  the  victory  from  pain; 

The  noble  joys  of  manhood  that  belong 

To  comrades  and  to  brothers.     In  their  strain 

Rustles  of  palms  and  Eastern  streams  one  hears, 

And  the  broad  prairie  melts  in  mists  of  tears. 

EMMA  LAZARUS 
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THE  RABBI  AND  THE  CRIPPLE 

A  TALMUDIC  TALE 
Reb  Simeon,  the  novice,  just  ordained, 
And  conscious  of  the  knowledge  he  had  gained, 
Was  journeying,  well  mounted  on  a  mule, 
From  Migdal  Ezer,  centre  of  a  School 
Of  sage  Tannaim,  at  whose  feet  he'd  heard 
The  Torah's  subtle,  soul-impelling  word, — 
When  lo!  the  beast  which  bore  him  reared,  and 

stood, 

Quite  sudden,  still,  and  roused  him  from  his  mood. 
He  raised  the  lash,  impatient  of  delay, 
But  looked,  and  saw  directly  in  his  way 
A  little  man,  misshapen  and  ill-starred, 
Whose  puny  weight  all  further  progress  barred. 
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Now,  drawing  rein,  he  frowned  upon  the  sight, 
And  uttered  loud  what  every  Israelite 
Is  bound  to  whisper,  very  soft  and  low, 
On  seeing  things  uncommon  in  their  woe : 
"  Be  thou  exalted,  King  of  all  the  Earth, 
Who  fashionest  all  beings  from  their  birth 
According  to  Thy  high  omniscient  Will!" — 
The  blessing  done,  his  voice  rang  out  quite  shrill 
(Unmindful  of  the  greeting  he  received, 
Nor  caring  if  his  banter  pleased  or  grieved)  : 
"  Whence  hailest  thou,  ill-favored,  ugly  shape, 
So  strangely  like  the  elemental  ape ; 
Are  sons  of  men,  where  thou  abidest,  thus 
Unhandsome — and  hast  come  to  mock  at  us? 
Begone!  let  no  unseemly  thing  intrude 
Upoji  my  sight,  in  this  uplifted  mood." — 
The  cripple  blanched,  and  faltered  for  a  space, 
Half  scorn,  half  sorrow  warring  on  his  face. 
All  gnarled  and  twisted,  like  a  stunted  oak, 
He  stood  yet  firm,  quite  blasted,  but  not  broke ; 
He  strove  to  speak,  but  found  no  voice  to  say 
A  word  of  bane  to  blight  him  on  his  way. 
Nor  would  he  have  invoked  it  to  his  ill, 
For  soon  serene,  and  master  of  his  will, 
He  flashed  his  eye  full  on  the  Rabbi's  own 
And  slowly  said,  a  tremor  in  his  tone : 
"  Go,  Rabbi,  go,  seek  out  the  Master ;  He 
Alone  must  bear  the  blame,  who  fashioned  me 
Thus  feeble  and  ignoble,  that  you  may 
Insult  His  Image  in  my  shapeless  clay. 
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Reprove  Him  then ;  pray,  fail  not  to  upbraid 

The  Potter  for  the  shattered  wheel  he  made !  " 

Reb  Simeon  quailed,  and,  pallid  to  the  lips, 

A  death-chill  in  his  very  finger  tips, 

Could  offer  no  reply.     His  buoyant  mood 

No  longer  served  his  purpose  to  be  rude, 

The  light  had  fled  from  out  his  fervent  eye, 

And  in  his  strait  he  prayed  that  he  might  die. 

A  thousand  visions  flitted  o'er  his  brain, 

Within  one  second's  overwhelming  pain : 

He  saw  himself  in  Migdal,  where  he'd  spent 

The  teeming  years  in  study  reverent. 

Once  more  he  heard  the  drone  of  voices  near, 

In  sing-song  zeal  responding  to  the  seer, 

Who,  robed  in  white,  with  flowing  beard  of  gray, 

Rocked  to  and  fro,  in  learned  quandary; — 

He  visioned  next  the  Master,  who,  engrossed 

In  colloquy  with  some  ancestral  ghost, 

Glanced  up  at  him,  one  day  (as  he,  obscure, 

And  all  alone,  felt  sure  to  be  secure), 

And,  startled,  called :     "  O  Simeon,  my  son, 

Dost  tarry  yet?     The  day  well  nigh  is  done! 

Thou  seemest  pale,  and  overstrained,  and  frail, 

— Soul  without  flesh  is  never  of  avail — 

I  bid  thee,  lad,  depart  and  take  some  ease, 

Thou  art  too  spent  for  midnight  reveries." — 

He  then  recalled  with  pulsating  remorse 

Each  precious  hour  of  spirit-intercourse 

In  those  rare  days,  when  God  abode  in  prayer, 

And  Mercy  claimed  what  time  he  had  to  spare. 
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And,  O,  the  look  of  lingering  caress, 
The  faltering  tone  (too  tear-laden  to  bless) 
At  parting,  when  the  patriarch  of  lore 
Stood  wistfully  beside  the  open  door, 
And,  finding  voice,  this  last  injunction  gave 
To  serve  him  on  his  journey  to  the  grave: 
Be  flexible,  as  is  the  tender  reed, 
And  not  unbending  as  the  cedar!     Heed 
God's  high  commands ;  they  point  the  road  to  bliss !  " 
(Which  gentle  speech  he  hallowed  with  a  kiss)  — 
Thus  conjured  forth,  his  fancy  spared  him  naught, 
As  Conscience  woke  each  tantalizing  thought. 
"  Alas !  "  rued  he,  and  felt  it  as  a  pang, 
Before  my  mule  had  gone  a  parasang, 
I've  sheer  forgot  the  precepts  of  the  Sage 
Who  taught  me  every  grief  to  assuage, 
And  never  with  a  conscious  wrong  intent 
Violate  the  Law's  high  sacrament 
O,  woe  is  me,  I,  self-condemned,  must  bear 
The  throe  of  guilt  henceforward  everywhere !  " 
Thus  mournfully  the  Rabbi  pondered,  and, 
Flushed  scarlet  with  his  own  self-reprimand, 
Dismounted  slowly,  and,  with  humble  mien, 
Knelt  in  the  dust  to  show  his  sorrow  keen. 
"  Forgive  me,  brother,"  ran  his  plea,  "  behold 
Him  humble,  who  once  essayed  to  be  bold. 
Contritely  I  beseech  thee  to  be  kind ; 
My  heart  spake  not ;  it  was  my  wayward  mind 
That  shaped   the   words   which   hurt  thee   to   the 
quick !  " 
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The  cripple,  deaf  to  plaintive  rhetoric, 

And,  nursing  still  his  grievance,  said  with  scorn : 

"  Better  far  that  thou  hadst  not  been  born 

Than  thus  to  mock  a  creature,  maimed  and  ill, 

To  merely  vent  thy  sacrilegious  will. 

And  thou'rt  ordained  a  Rabbi  ?     Would  there  were, 

In  Israel's  ranks,  none  like  unto  thee,  sir !  " 

Crestfallen  now,  the  culprit  scholar  strode 

Beside  his  mule,  the  weary  homeward  road. 

No  word  was  more  exchanged  betwixt  the  twain : 

Each  felt  the  other's  palpitating  pain, 

Each  knew  the  other's  secret  thought,  and  weighed 

The  consequence  of  this  grim  escapade. 

The  village  reached,  they  wondered  both  to  see 

Approaching  them  a  goodly  company. 

Young  men  and  old,  fair  maidens,  clad  in  white, 

Turned  out  to  meet  the  laurelled  Israelite, 

Who,  full  of  honors,  in  his  tender  years, 

Was  held  to  be  the  favored  of  the  seers 

Of  Talmud  lore.    The  hamlet  was  agleam 

With  color  and  device,  as  did  beseem 

The  welcome  of  a  venerated  guest. 

And  lo !  an  old  man  headed  all  the  rest, 

Who,  clasping  in  his  tremulous  embrace, 

The  shamefaced  youth  before  the  populace, 

Intoned  the  hallowed  formula  of  prayer. — 

The  peace-salaam  yet  quivered  in  the  air, 

When  he,  whose  soul  was  bitter  with  its  pain, 

Broke  out,  his  features  quivering  again : 

"  Ye  call  him  Rabbi,  who  disdains  to  greet 

A  fellow-creature  walking  in  the  street ; 
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Who  taunts  him  with  the  blemish  of  his  frame 

In  language  far  too  frivolous  to  name  ? 

Alas,  for  Israel,  if  her  leaders  may 

Insult  the  Lord's  own  handiwork  of  clay !  " 

Thus  spake  the  cripple,  and  then  turned  to  go, 

His  stature  waxing  greater  in  the  glow. 

Reb  Simeon,  to  those  assembled  there 

Had  seemed  till  then  an  angel  of  despair 

— So  grief-stricken  and  motionless  he  stood, 

As  though  his  limbs  were  petrified  to  wood. — 

But  now  he  moves,  and  every  nerve  is  tense 

To  hear  the  Rabbi's  piteous  defence: 

"  Alas,  dear  friends,  I  stand  condemned  of  sin 

Before  my  nearest  hoary-headed  kin ; 

But  yet  I  fain  would  have  you  intercede 

With  him  who  spake  so  harshly  of  my  deed. 

My  soul  is  draped  in  cerements  of  woe ; 

I've  plead  with  him  to  pardon  me,  but  no 

(Resentment  drives  forgiveness  from  the  breast), 

His  heart  remains  relentless  to  my  quest. 

O,  bid  him  stay  and  mercifully  show 

The  kindness  I  neglected  to  bestow !  " 

The  Rabbi  paused,  and  every  eye  now  sought 

The  cripple,  who  seemed  riveted  in  thought. 

A  murmur  thrilled  his  being  like  a  prayer, 

As  earnest  faces  met  him  everywhere — 

One  mute  appeal  looked  out  at  him  from  all. 

At  last,  he  whispered,  answering  the  call, 

His  face  aglow  with  yielding  till  it  shone : 

"  O  Rabbi,  thou  hast  taught  me  to  condone. 
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Forget  the  grudge  I've  harbored ;  let  us  be 

Good  comrades  allied  through  this  misery !  " — 

The  Rabbi  kissed  the  proffered  hand,  and  stood 

Transfigured  into  sweeter  brotherhood. 

Then,  lifting  up  his  voice,  in  accents  low 

But  tender  as  a  comforting  in  woe, 

And  waxing  stronger,  as  he  gathered  force 

From  out  the  Torah's  ever-limpid  source, 

He  preached  a  sermon  resonant  of  what 

His  wayward  mood  had  venerated  not: 

Of  courtesy  and  kindness,  its  half-kin, 

Of  how  atonement  expiated  sin. — 

And  all  that  newly-consecrated  throng 

In  wonderment  forgot  the  Rabbi's  wrong 

As  he  invoked  the  lullaby-refrain 

The  Master  taught  in  Migdal,  when  the  pain 

Of  parting  brought  such  exquisite  caress 

As  caused  his  very  soul  to  effervesce, 

And  ever  after,  through  the  teeming  years, 

That  message  was  like  music  to  their  ears. 

GEORGE  ALEXANDER  KOHUT 


ON  OCEAN'S  BOSOM  • 

The  awful  wind,  the  storm  with  peril  fraught, 
Is  wrestling  with  a  ship  upon  the  sea. 

It  would  destroy  her,  she  in  sore  distress 
Cleaves  the  deep  waters,  groaning  heavily. 
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The  mast  is  cracking,  quivering  is  the  sail, 
Frightful  the  water's  depth  of  roaring  strife  ; 

The  wind  contends  and  struggles  with  the  ship 
In  fury,  in  a  fight  for  death  and  life. 

Now  she  is  driven  forward  and  now  back, 
Now  she  must  stoop,  now  rise  upon  the  main. 

The  ship  is  but  a  plaything  of  the  waves 

That  swallow  her,  then  spew  her  forth  again. 

The  ocean  roars,  the  billows  lift  themselves, 
And  awfully  they  thunder,  lash,  and  hiss ; 

The  murderous  storm  seeks  all  things  to  destroy, 
And  opened  are  the  jaws  of  the  abyss. 

Sighs,  prayers  are  heard,  for  great  the  peril  is, 
And  dreadful  the  distress.     With  suppliant  breath 

Now  every  man  is  calling  on  his  God 
To  save  the  people  from  a  certain  death. 

The  children  weep,  the  women  wail  in  fear, 

The  folk  confess  their  sins  with  desperate  mind; 

And  souls  are  fluttering,  bodies  quivering, 
In  terror  of  the  mad,  destructive  wind. 

But  in  the  steerage  down  below  two  men 

Sit  quietly ;  no  pangs  their  heart-strings  thrill ; 

They  seek  no  rescue  and  they  make  no  plans, 
As  if  all  things  around  were  safe  and  still. 

The  water  roars,  the  billows  foam,  the  winds 
Howl  with  prodigious  tumult  as  they  blow; 

The  boiler  gasps,  the  smoke-stack  buzzes  loud, 
But  calm  and  silent  are  the  men  below. 
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Coolly  they  gaze  into  the  eyes  of  Death ; 

They  care  not  for  the  tempest's  dangerous  might ; 
It  seems  as  if  the  spectre  Death  himself 

Had  reared  the  two,  in  terror  and  dark  night. 

"  Who  are  you,  tell  me,  miserable  men, 

That  you  can  hide  all  sign  of  pain  and  dread — 

That  even  at  the  awful  gates  of  death 

You  have  no  sighs  to  breathe,  no  tears  to  shed  ? 

"  Say,  did  graves  give  you  birth,  and  do  you  leave 
No  parents  and  no  wife  behind  to  weep — 

No  child  who  will  lament  when  you  are  lost 
In  these  abysses,  terrible  and  deep  ? 

"  Do  you  leave  no  one  to  feel  grief  for  you, 
To  long  for  you,  shed  tears  in  sorrow  sore, 

When  the  vast  watery  graveyard  covers  you, 
And  you  unto  the  earth  return  no  more? 

"  Have  you  no  country  and  no  fatherland, 
No  friendly  house,  no  home  to  which  to  go, 

That  you  have  such  contempt  for  life,  and  wait 
For  the  dark  grave  without  a  sign  of  woe  ? 

"  No  one  in  heaven  have  you  on  whom  to  call 
From  trouble's  depths,  no  God  on  whom  to  cry  ? 

Have  you  no  nation,  say,  have  you  no  faith  ? 
Ye  wretched  ones,  what  is  your  destiny  ?  " 

Yawns  the  abyss,  and  loud  the  billows  roar; 

Creaks  the  ship's  rigging  as  the  blast  sweeps  by ; 
The  tempest  howls,  and  wildly  pipe  the  winds, 

And  thus  at  last  with  tears  one  makes  reply : 
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"  The  graveyard  dark  was  not  our  mother,  nay, 
Nor  was  the  grave  our  cradle-bed  of  old ; 

'Twas  a  good  angel  that  gave  birth  to  us, 
A  mother  dear,  with  heart  of  tenderness. 

"  A  mother  fondled  us,  a  loving  breast 

Nurtured  us,  warm  as  any  breast  could  be; 

A  happy  father  also  every  day 

Gazed  in  our  eyes  and  kissed  us  tenderly. 

"  We  had  a  home,  but  it  has  been  destroyed ; 

Our    holy    things    were    burned    by    murderous 

bands ; 
Our  best  and  dearest  slain — dead  bones  are  they ; 

Those  left  were  driven  forth  with  fettered  hands. 

"  Known  is  our  country — oh !  'tis  recognized 
With  ease,  alas !  by  ceaseless,  bloody  news 

Of  baitings,  beatings,  burnings,  riots  wild, 

Death  and  destruction  dealt  to  wretched  Jews. 

"  Jews,  hapless  Jews  are  we,  without  a  friend, 

A  joy,  or  hope  of  happiness,  alack ! 
Ask  us  no  more,  no  more !     Leave  us  in  peace. 

America  to  Russia  drives  us  back — 

"  To  Russia,  whence  we  fled ;  to  Russia  back, 
Because  we  have  no  money !  Journeying  thus, 

What  have  we  left  to  look  for  or  to  hope  ? 
What  good  is  life  or  this  dark  world  to  us  ? 

"  Something  you  have  to  weep  for ;  you  have  cause 
To  murmur  and  fear  death ;  you  have  a  home 

To  which  to  go;  you  left  America 

Of  your  free  choice,  not  forced  by  fate  to  roam. 
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"  We  are  forlorn  and  lonely  like  a  rock  ; 

On  this  ill  earth  no  place  for  us  is  found; 
Travellers  are  we,  but  no  one  waits  for  us ; 

Tell  me,  I  pray  you,  whither  we  are  bound. 

"  Let  the  wind  storm,  and  let  it  howl  with  rage ; 

Let  the  deep  seethe  and  boil  and  roar  around ! 
We  Jews  are  lost,  however  it  may  be ; 

The  sea  alone  can  quench  our  burning  wound." 

.       MORRIS  ROSENFELD 
Translation  from  the  Yiddish  by  Alice  Stone  Blackwell 
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In  the  dim  twilight  of  the  leafy  woods, 
Where  the  light  zephyr  stirs  the  canopies, 
And  sways  the  foliage  of  dark  forest  trees ; 

On  the  wild  waste  of  waters,  when  the  floods 
Lift  up  their  voices,  and  in  grief  or  glee 
Still  touch  the  heart  with  nature's  minstrelsy — 
There,  even  there,  let  the  soul  turn  to  Thee, 

And  thank  Thee  for  the  beauties  of  this  earth, — 

For  all  the  glorious  things  to  which  Thou  gavest 
birth. 

O'er  the  wild  desert's  sandy  solitude, 

Where  the  sirocco  breathes  its  withering  flame, 
And  the  lone  traveller  treads  with  wearied  frame, 

Thou  bringest  his  heart  to  Thee,  Giver  of  Good ; 
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There  the  oasis  springs,  leafy  and  green, 
Like  a  sweet  fairy  isle,  in  slumber  seen, 
Gladdening  his  heart  when  every  hope  was  past, 
And  every  death-fraught  moment  seemed  his  last. 

Thou  holdest  the  mighty  thunder  in  Thy  hand, 

And  the  frail  leaflet  of  earth's  meanest  flower ; 

The  writhing  waves  own  and  obey  Thy  power, 
And  check  their  fury  at  Thy  dread  command. 
Oh !  turn  our  hearts  to  such  deep  piety 

As  all  inanimate  creation  bears; 

Let  that  instruct  us  in  our  daily  prayers, 
And  teach  us  how  to  raise  our  thoughts  to  Thee ; 
In  forest,  desert,  ocean,  everywhere, 
Turn  Thou  the  heart  to  Thee,  O  God !  in  prayer. 

REBECCA  HYNEMAN 
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BE  IT  SO 

God  supreme,  to  Thee  I  pray ; 
Let  my  lips  be  taught  to  say, 
Whether  good  or  ill  may  flow, 
Thou  art  righteous !     Be  it  so ! 

What  Thy  wisdom  may  dictate 
Let  Thy  servant  vindicate; 
Though  it  may  my  hopes  overflow, 
Thou  art  righteous !     Be  it  so ! 
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Friends  may  falsify  my  trust, 
Kindred  also  prove  unjust, 
Wound  my  heart  and  chill  its  glow, — 
Thou  art  righteous!     Be  it  so! 

Warmth  and  comfort  may  decline ; 
Why  at  this  should  I  repine  ? 
Both  to  Thee,  my  God,  I  owe. 
Thou  art  righteous !     Be  it  so ! 

When  by  disappointment  stung, 
Hard  it  is  for  human  tongue 
Still  to  say,  though  tears  may  flow, 
Thou  art  righteous!     Be  it  so! 

Yet  from  mercy's  aid  shall  spring 
Strength  of  spirit  still  to  sing 
'Mid  bereavement,  pain,  and  woe, 
Thou  art  righteous !     Be  it  so ! 

PENINA  MOISE 
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O  MY  CREATOR,  WHEN  THY  MIGHT 

0  my  Creator,  when  Thy  might, 
The  wisdom  of  Thy  ways, 

The  love,  which  sheds  on  all  its  light, 
My  wondering  heart  surveys ; 

1  know  not,  while  amazed  I  bow, 

The  song  I  ought  to  raise ; 
My  God,  my  Lord,  my  Father,  Thou 
Must  teach  me  how  to  praise. 
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Where'er  my  raptured  eyes  are  turned, 

Thy  wonders  I  descry ; 
Thy  heavens,  with  radiant  gems  adorned, 

Lift  up  Thy  praise  on  high. 

O  God  of  strength !  who  taught  the  sun 

His  lofty  pathway  far? 
Who  put  his  robes  of  glory  on  ? 

Who  summons  every  star? 

Who  gives  the  wind  its  course  or  birth? 

Who  pours  the  welcome  rain  ? 
Who  opens  wide  the  lap  of  earth, 

And  heaps  the  golden  grain? 

O  God  of  might  and  majesty! 

O  God,  Thy  boundless  love, 
Far  as  the  clouds  stretch  o'er  the  sky, 

Its  mantle  spreads  above. 

Thy  name  the  sunshine  and  the  storm, 
Thy  name  the  sea-sands  raise ; 

"  Give,"  cries  aloud  the  meanest  worm, 
"  Give  my  Creator  praise !  " 

"  God  made  me,"  cries  the  stately  tree 

That  with  the  tempest  plays ; 
"  God,"  cries  the  little  seed,  "  made  me ; 

Give  my  Creator  praise !  " 

Man,  on  whose  frame  Thy  fearful  hand 

Such  skill  could  so  bestow ; 
Man,  whose  high  reasoning  soul  can  stand, 

And  ask  his  God  to  know ; 
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Man,  made  a  king  on  earth  to  move, 

Creation's  noblest  part, 
In  his  own  mould  can  daily  prove 

How  good  and  great  Thou  art. 

O,  praise  Him  still,  thou  soul  of  mine, 

And  praise  Him  yet  again ; 
O  God  our  Father,  praise  be  Thine ! 

Let  all  things  say  "  Amen !  " 

CHRISTIAN  F.   GELLERT 

Translation  from  the  German  by  Rev.  George  Burgess 
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In  God,  the  holy,  wise,  and  just, 
From  childhood's  tender  years 

Have  I  reposed,  with  perfect  trust, 
My  changing  hopes  and  fears. 

From  every  page  that  time  has  turned, 
Since  that  bright  season  fled, 

Some  useful  lessons  have  I  learned, 
Some  striking  moral  read. 

The  prize  ambition  keenly  sought 
A  worthless  bubble  proved; 

The  web  of  gold,  by  av'rice  wrought, 
A  mighty  hand  removed. 
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Oh,  should  my  term  of  life  exceed 

Frail  man's  allotted  days, 
Until  the  last  my  prayer  would  plead 

For  strength  to  praise  my  God! 

PENINA  MOISE 
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GOD  IS  LOVE 

God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  paths  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 
Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 

From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above; 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth  ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

SIR  JOHN  BOWRING 
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THE  UNIVERSAL  PRAYER 

Father  of  all,  in  every  age, 

In  every  clime  adored 
By  saint,  by  savage,  or  by  sage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord; 

Thou  great  First  Cause,  least  understood, 

Who  all  my  sense  confined 
To  know  but  this, — that  Thou  art  good, 

And  I  myself  am  blind — 

******* 

If  I  am  right,  Thy  grace  impart 

Still  in  the  right  to  stay ; 
If  I  am  wrong,  O  teach  my  heart 

To  find  the  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  foolish  pride, 

Or  impious  discontent; 
At  aught  Thy  wisdom  has  denied, 

Or  aught  Thy  goodness  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  show, 

That  mercy  show  to  me. 

This  day  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot : 

All  else  beneath  the  sun 
Thou  know'st  if  best  bestowed  or  not ; 

And  let  Thy  will  be  done. 


270     SELECTIONS  FOR  HOMES  AND  SCHOOLS 

To  Thee — whose  temple  is  all  space; 

Whose  altar  earth,  sea,  skies — 
One  chorus  let  all  beings  raise, 

All  Nature's  incense  rise. 

ALEXANDER  POPE 
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THE  LORD  IS  NIGH 

When  the  storm-shattered  vessel  is  tossed  by  the 

gale, 
And  each  billow  speeds  on,  bearing  havoc  and 

death, 
Till  the  courage  grows  weak  and  the  strength  waxes 

frail, 

With  the  wild  sky  above  and  the  wild  waves  be- 
neath ; 

When  the  young  heart  is  crush'd  'mid  its  early  de- 
lights, 
And  the  soul  is  bowed  down  with  a  weight  of 

despair, 

And  we  turn  from  a  treacherous  world,  that  re- 
quites 

Our  warmest  heart-treasures  with  anguish  and 
care ; 

When  the  one  whom  we  cherished  turns  coldly  away, 
And  we  weep  o'er  the  dream  that  has  cheated  our 
youth, 

And  mourn  that  no  longer  one  love-beaming"  ray 
Will  return  to  illumine  our  pathway  with  truth ; 
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Then,  then  in  our  anguish  we  fly  unto  Thee, 

When  the  false  world  is  fading  like  dreams  of 
the  night, 

And  the  idols  to  whom  we  have  bended  the  knee 
Have  fallen  to  earth  and  are  hid  from  our  sight. 

And  Thou !  oh !  Thou  hearest  the  suppliant's  voice, 
Whether  tossed  on  the  ocean,  or  wrecked  on  the 

earth ; 

And  Thy  mercy  can  cause  the  sad  heart  to  rejoice, 
Though  surrounded  by  perils  and  storms  from  its 
birth. 

REBECCA  HYNEMAN 
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THE  REWARD  OF  CHARITY 
A  TALMUDIC  TRADITION  TURNED  INTO  VERSE 

In  Baba  Bathra,  on  the  Talmud  page, 

The  tale  is  told  of  Benjamin,  the  Sage, 

The  almoner,  who  kept  the  revenues 

Collected  in  the  Temple  for  the  use 

Of  those  he  loved  far  better  than  the  priests, 

Whose  tithe-receipts  were  ample  for  their  feasts. 

And  wisely,  too,  these  poor-pence  he  bestowed, 

Regardless  of  the  reading  of  the  code, 

Which  bade  him  scan  with  diligent  concern 

The  status  of  each  applicant  in  turn. 
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E'er  vigilant  to  succor  all  distress, 
The  meagre  funds  soon  every  day  grew  less, 
Until  he  found,  whene'er  the  week  expired, 
That  he'd  expended  more  than  he  acquired. 
And  oftener  than  not  he  borrowed  more 
From  out  his  own  resources  for  the  poor. 

It  chanced  one  day  when  want  and  famine  spread 
Throughout  the  land, — inspiring  all  with  dread — 
A  woman  came  to  Benjamin  the  Good, 
Imploring  him,  in  mercy's  name,  for  food. 
He  lifted  up  a  pale  and  anxious  face 
And  said  to  her  with  melancholy  grace : 
"  I  swear,  my  daughter,  by  God's  holy  shrine, 
Our  funds  are  spent,  or  else  they  would  be  thine ! 
"  O,  Rabbi,"  came  the  quavering  reply, 
"  Then  with  my  seven  children  I  must  die !  " 
The  Rabbi  felt  no  human  need  was  worse, 
And  gave  her  all  he  carried  in  his  purse. 

In  course  of  time  he  sickened,  and  he  knew 
His  days  on  earth  remaining  were  but  few, 
For  Death  was  there,  impatient  by  his  side, 
The  one  great  power  no  human  yet  defied. 
But  lo !  the  Hosts  and  Archangels  began 
To  intercede  for  this  God-fearing  man : 
"  Thou'st  said,  O  Lord,"  in  chorus  they  appealed, 
"  That  he  who  but  one  single  soul  did  shield 
Is  counted  as  though  he  had  saved  the  world. 
Shall  Benjamin  the  Righteous  now  be  hurled 
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So  early  to  his  doom  ?     Who  freely  gave 
His  meagre  hoard  to  rescue  from  the  grave 
Eight  human  souls  ?  "—this  spake  the  angels,  and 
Their    shimmering    wings    the    Council    Chamber 

spanned. 

They  waited  breathless  for  the  mandate — Word 
Of  Him  who  rules  the  earth.    At  last  they  heard 
The  high  behest  reverberate  and  soar : 
"  That  man  shall  live  yet  twenty-two  years  more! " 

*  *  *  *          #          *  * 

And  hence  the  name  of  Benjamin  is  wrote 
With  that  of  other  righteous  men  of  note, 
Eternally  in  old  Rabbinic  Script, 
As  though  he  were  some  great  Apocalypt. 

GEORGE  ALEXANDER  KOHUT 


124 

MY  KING 

Ere  time  began,  ere  age  to  age  had  thrilled, 
I  waited  in  His  storehouse,  as  He  willed ; 
He  gave  me  being,  but  my  years  fulfilled, 
I  shall  be  summoned  back  before  the  King. 

He  called  the  hidden  to  .the  light  of  day, 
To  right  and  left,  each  side  the  fountain  lay, 
From  out  the  stream  and  down  the  steps,  the  way 
That  led  me  to  the  presence  of  the  King. 
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Thou  gavest  me  a  light  my  path  to  guide, 
To  prove  my  heart's  redresses  still  untried ; 
And  as  I  went,  Thy  voice  in  warning  cried : 

"  Child !    fear   thou   Him   who   is   thy   God   and 
King!" 

True  weight  and  measure  learned  my  heart  from 

Thee; 

If  blessings  follow,  then  what  joy  for  me ! 
If  rfaught  but  sin,  all  mine  the  shame  must  be, 
For  that  was  not  determined  by  the  King. 

I  hasten,  trembling,  to  confess  the  whole 

Of  my  transgressions,  ere  I  reach  the  goal 

Where  mine  own  words  must  witness  'gainst  my 

soul, 
And  who  dares  doubt  the  writing  of  the  King? 

Erring,  I  wandered  in  the  wilderness, 
In  passion's  grave  nigh  sinking  powerless ; 
Now  deeply  I  repent,  in  sore  distress, 
That  I  kept  not  the  statutes  of  the  King ! 

With  worldly  longings  was  my  bosom  fraught, 
Earth's  idle  toys  and  follies  all  I  sought ; 
Ah!  when  He  judges  joys  so  dearly  bought, 
How  greatly  shall  I  fear  my  Lord  and  King! 

Now  conscience-stricken,  humbled  to  the  dust, 
Doubting  myself,  in  Thee  alone  I  trust ; 
I  shrink  in  terror  back,  for  God  is  just — 
How  can  a  sinner  hope  to  reach  the  King  ? 
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Oh !  be  Thy  mercy  in  .the  balance  laid, 
To  hold  Thy  servant's  sins  more  lightly  weighed, 
When,  my  confession  penitently  made, 
I  answer  for  my  guilt  before  the  King. 

Thine  is  the  love,  O  God,  and  Thine  the  grace, 
That  folds  the  sinner  in  its  mild  embrace ; 
Thine  the  forgiveness  bridging  o'er  the  space 

'Twixt  man's  works  and  the  task  set  by  the  King. 

Unheeding  all  my  sins,  I  cling  to  Thee ! 
I  know  that  mercy  will  Thy  footstool  be ; 
Before  I  call,  oh !  do  Thou  answer  me, 
For  nothing  dare  I  claim  of  Thee,  my  King ! 

O  Thou  who  makest  guilt  to  disappear, 
My  help,  my  hope,  my  rock,  I  will  not  fear; 
Though  Thou  the  body  hold  in  dungeon  drear, 
The  soul  has  found  the  palace  of  the  King. 

MOSES  BEN  NACHMAN 
Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Mrs.  Henry  Lucas 
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SANCTIFICATION 

The  sixfold  winged  angels  cry 

To  Him,  who  hates  iniquity: 

Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 

Holy  art  Thou ! 
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The  mighty  ones  of  earth  do  call 
To  Him,  who  hath  created  all : 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Blessed  art  Thou ! 

They  who  in  radiance  shine,  proclaim 
Of  Him  who  wrought  them  out  of  flame: 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord  I 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

Those  doubly  tried  by  blood  and  fire 
United  chant  in  frequent  choir : 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord  ! 
Holy  and  blest ! 

Pure  spheres  celestial  echoing  round, 
With  voice  of  sweetest  song  resound : 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

All  those  redeemed  not  by  gold, 

Repeat  in  faith  and  joy  untold: 

Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 

Blessed  art  Thou ! 

They  who  pass  swiftly  to  and  fro 
Make  answer,  as  they  come  and  go : 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

Who  seek  His  law,  and  testify 
That  there  is  none  beside  Him,  cry : 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  and  blest ! 
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The  hosts  of  radiant  seraphs  call 
To  Him,  most  glorious  of  them  all : 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

The  sons  of  mighty  men  declare 
His  majesty  beyond  compare: 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Blessed  art  Thou ! 

All  they  who  glorify  His  name, 
With  every  morn  anew  proclaim : 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

Israel,  His  people,  ceaselessly 
Cry  as  they  bend  and  bow  the  knee : 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord! 
Holy  and  blest ! 

Those  shining  as  a  crystal  spring 
Chant  in  the  presence  of  their  King : 
Holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Holy  art  Thou ! 

The  stranger's  children  evermore 
The  mighty  Lord  of  lords  adore. 
Blessed  art  Thou,  O  Lord ! 
Blessed  art  Thou ! 

JOSEPH  IBN  ABITUR 
Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Mrs.  Henry  Lucas 
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WHERE  IS  GOD? 

Where  is  He?    Ask  His  emblem, 

The  glorious,  glorious  sun, 
Who  glads  the  round  earth  with  his  beams 

Ere  his  day's  course  is  run. 

Where  is  He?    Ask  the  stars  that  keep 
x     Their  nightly  watch  on  high. 
Where  is  He?    Ask  the  pearly  dew, 
The  tear-drops  of  the  sky. 

Where  is  He?  Ask  the  secret  founts 
That  feed  the  boundless  deep  ; 

The  dire  simoon,  or  soft  night-breeze 
That  lulls  the  world  to  sleep. 

Where  is  He  ?  Ask  the  storm  of  fire 
That  bursts  from  Etna's  womb, 

And  ask  the  glowing  lava-flood 
That  makes  the  land  a  tomb. 

Where  is  He?    Ask  the  maelstrom's  whirl, 
Shivering  tall  pines  like  glass  ; 

Ask  the  great  oak,  the  graceful  flower, 
Or  simplest  blade  of  grass. 

Where  is  He  ?    Ask  the  behemoth, 

Who  drinketh  rivers  dry ; 
The  ocean-king  leviathan, 

Or  scarce-seen  atom  fly. 
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Where  is  He?    Ask  the  awful  calm 

On  mountain  tops  that  rests ; 
And  bounding,  thundering"  avalanche 

Rent  from  their  rugged  crests. 

Ask  the  wide-wasting  hurricane, 

Careening  in  its  might ; 
The  thunder  crash,  the  lightning  blaze, 

Earth  all  convulsed  with  fright. 

Where  is  He?    Ask  the  crystal  isles 

On  Arctic  sea  that  sail ; 
Or  ask  from  lands  of  balm  and  spice, 

The  perfume-breathing  gale. 

Where  on  .the  universe  is  found 

That  Presence-favored  spot? — 
All,  all  proclaim  His  dwelling-place! 

But  say,  where  is  He  not? 

ANONYMOUS 
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GOD,  WHOM  SHALL  I  COMPARE  TO  THEE? 

God !  whom  shall  I  compare  to  Thee, 
When  Thou  to  none  canst  likened  be? 
Under  what  image  shall  I  dare 
To  picture  Thee,  when  everywhere 
All  Nature's  forms  Thy  impress  bear? 
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Greater,  O  Lord,  Thy  glories  are 
Than  all  the  heavenly  chariot  far. 
Whose  mind  can  grasp  Thy  world's  design? 
Whose  word  can  fitly  Thee  define? 
Whose  tongue  set  forth  Thy  powers  divine? 

Can  heart  approach,  can  eye  behold 
Thee  in  Thy  righteousness  untold  ? 
Whom  didst  Thou  to  Thy  counsel  call, 
When  there  was  none  to  speak  withal, 
Since  Thou  wast  first  and  Lord  of  all  ? 


Thy  world  eternal  witness  bears 
That  none  its  Maker's  glory  shares. 
Thy  wisdom  is  made  manifest 
In  all  things  formed  by  Thy  behest, 
All  with  Thy  seal's  clear  mark  imprest. 

Before  the  pillars  of  the  sky 

Were  raised,  before  the  mountains  high 

Were  wrought,  ere  hills  and  dales  were  known, 

Thou  in  Thy  majesty  alone 

Didst  sit,  O  Lord,  upon  Thy  throne ! 

Hearts,  seeking  Thee,  from  search  refrain, 
And  weary  tongues  their  praise  restrain. 
Thyself  unbound  by  time  and  place, 
Thou  dost  pervade,  support,  embrace, 
The  world  and  all  created  space. 
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The  sages'  minds  bewildered  grow, 
The  lightning  speed  of  thought  is  slow. 
"  Awful  in  praises  "  art  Thou  named ; 
Thou  fillest,  strong  in  strength  proclaimed, 
This  universe  Thy  hand  has  framed. 

Deep,  deep  beyond  all  fathoming, 
Far,  far  beyond  all  measuring, 
We  can  but  seek  Thy  deeds  alone ; 
When  bow  Thy  saints  before  Thy  throne, 
Then  is  Thy  faithfulness  made  known. 

Thy  righteousness  we  can  discern, 
Thy  holy  law  proclaim  and  learn ; 
Is  not  Thy  presence  near  alway 
To  them  who  penitently  pray, 
But  far  from  those  who  sinning  stray  ? 

Pure  souls  behold  Thee,  and  no  need 
Have  they  of  light ;  they  hear  and  heed 
Thee  with  the  mind's  keen  ear,  although 
The  ear  of  flesh  be  dull  and  slow. 
Their  voices  answer  to  and  fro. 


Thy  holiness  forever  they  proclaim : 

The  Lord  of  Hosts !  thrice  holy  is  His  name ! 

JEHUDA   HALEVI 
Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Mrs.  Henry  Lucas 
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NATURE  PROCLAIMS  A  DEITY 

There  is  a  God !  The  herbs  of  the  valley,  the 
cedars  of  the  mountain,  bless  Him ;  the  insect  sports 
in  His  beam ;  the  bird  sings  Him  in  the  foliage ;  the 
thunder  proclaims  Him  in  the  heavens ;  the  ocean 
declares  His  immensity ; — man  alone  has  said,  There 
is  no  God !  Unite  in  thought  at  the  same  instant  .the 
most  beautiful  objects  in  nature.  Suppose  that  you 
see  at  once  all  the  hours  of  the  day,  and  all  the 
seasons  of  the  year, — a  morning  of  spring,  and  a 
morning  of  autumn — a  night  bespangled  with  stars, 
and  a  night  darkened  by  clouds — meadows  enam- 
elled with  flowers — forests  hoary  with  snow — fields 
gilded  by  the  tints  of  autumn,— then  alone  you  will 
have  a  just  conception  of  the  universe !  While  you 
are  gazing  on  that  sun  which  is  plunging  into  the 
vault  of  the  wes.t,  another  observer  admires  him 
emerging  from  the  gilded  gates  of  the  east.  By 
what  inconceivable  power  does  that  aged  star,  which 
is  sinking  fatigued  and  burning  in  the  shades  of 
evening,  reappear  at  the  same  instant  fresh  and 
humid  with  the  rosy  dew  of  the  morning?  At 
every  hour  of  the  day,  the  glorious  orb  is  at  once 
rising,  resplendent  as  noon-day,  and  setting  in  the 
west ;  or  rather,  our  senses  deceive  us,  and  there  is, 
properly  speaking,  no  east  or  west,  no  , north  or 
south  in  the  world. 

CHATEAUBRIAND 
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ON  THE  GLORY  OF  GOD 

When  we  see  a  stately  house,  although  we  see 
not  the  man  who  built  it,  yet  will  we  conclude  thus : 
Surely  some  wise  artificer  hath  been  working  here. 
Can  we,  when  we  behold  the  stately  theatre  of 
Heaven  and  Earth,  conclude  other  than  that  the 
finger,  arms,  and  wisdom  of  God  have  been  here,- 
although  we  see  not  Him  that  is  invisible,  and 
although  we  know  not  the  time  when  He  began  to 
build?  Every  creature  in  Heaven  and  Earth  is  a 
loud  preacher  of  this  truth.  Who  set  those  candles, 
those  torches  of  Heaven?  Who  hung  out  those 
lanterns  in  Heaven  to  enlighten  a  dark  world  ?  Who 
can  make  the  statue  of  a  man  but  one  wiser  than 
the  stone  out  of  which  it  is  hewn?  Could  any 
frame  a  man  but  one  wiser  and  greater  than  man? 
Who  taught  the  birds  to  build  their  nests,  and  the 
bees  to  set  up  and  order  their  commonwealth  ?  Who 
sends  the  sun  from  one  end  of  Heaven  to  the  other, 
carrying  so  many  thousand  blessings  to  so  many 
ten  thousands  of  people  and  kingdoms?  What 
power  of  men  or  angels  can  make  the  least  blade 
of  grass,  or  put  life  into  the  least  fly,  if  once  dead? 
There  is,  therefore,  a  Power  over  all  created  power, 
which  is  God. 

THOMAS  SHEPARD 
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THE  EXISTENCE  OF  A  GOD 
"  The  fool  hath  said  in  his  heart:  There  is  no  God." 

Go  out  beneath  the  arched  heavens  at  night  and 
say,  if  you  can,  "  There  is  no  God !  "  Pronounce 
that  dreadful  blasphemy,  and  each  star  above  you 
will  reproach  .the  unbroken  darkness  of  your  intel- 
lect; every  voice  that  floats  upon  the  night-winds 
will  bewail  your  utter  hopelessness  and  folly. 

Is  there  no  God?  Who,  then,  unrolled  the  blue 
scroll,  and  threw  upon  its  high  frontispiece  the 
legible  gleamings  of  immortality?  Who  fashioned 
this  green  earth,  with  its  perpetual  rolling  waters, 
and  its  wide  expanse  of  islands  and  of  main  ?  Who 
settled  the  foundations  of  the  mountains?  Who 
paved  the  heavens  with  clouds,  and  attuned,  amid 
the  clamor  of  storms,  the  voice  of  thunders,  and  un- 
chained the  lightnings  that  flash  in  their  gloom? 
Who  gave  to  the  eagle  a  safe  eyrie  where  the  tem- 
pests dwell,  and  to  the  dove  a  tranquil  abode  amid 
the  forests  that  echo  to  the  minstrelsy  of  her  moan  ? 
Who  made  thee,  O  man,  with  thy  perfect  intellect 
and  form?  Who  made  the  light  pleasant  to  thee, 
and  the  darkness  a  covering,  and  a  herald  to  the 
first  gorgeous  flashes  of  the  morning? 

There  is  a  God.  All  nature  declares  it  in  a  lan- 
guage too  plain  to  be  misapprehended.  The  great 
truth  is  too  legibly  written  over  the  face  of  the 
whole  creation  to  be  easily  mistaken.  Thou  canst 
behold  it  in  the  tender  blade  just  starting  from  the 
earth  in  the  early  spring,  or  in  the  sturdy  oak  that 
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has  withstood  the  blasts  of  fourscore  winters.  The 
purling  rivulet,  meandering  through  downy  meads 
and  verdant  glens,  and  Niagara's  tremendous  tor- 
rent, leaping  over  its  awful  chasm,  and  rolling  in 
majesty  its  broad  sheet  of  waters  onward  to  the 
ocean,  unite  in  proclaiming — There  is  a  God. 

Tis  heard  in  the  whispering  breeze,  and  in  the 
howling  storm ;  in  the  deep-toned  thunder,  and  in 
the  earthquake's  shock;  'tis  declared  to  us  when 
the  tempest  lowers,  when  .the  hurricane  sweeps  over 
the  land,  when  the  winds  moan  around  our  dwell- 
ings, and  die  in  sullen  murmurs  on  the  plain,  when 
the  heavens,  overcast  with  blackness,  ever  and  anon 
are  illuminated  by  the  lightning's  glare. 

Nor  is  the  truth  less  solemnly  impressed  on  our 
minds  in  the  universal  hush  and  calm  repose  of 
nature,  when  all  is  still  as  the  soft  breathings  of  an 
infant's  slumber.  The  vast  ocean,  when  its  broad 
expanse  is  whitened  with  foam,  and  when  its  heav- 
ing waves  roll  mountain  on  mountain  high,  or  when 
the  dark  beauty  of  heaven's  vault  is  reflected  on  its 
smooth  and  tranquil  bosom,  confirms  the  declara- 
tion. The  twinkling  star,  shedding  its  flickering 
rays  so  far  above  the  reach  of  human  ken,  and  the 
glorious  sun  in  the  heavens, — all,  all  declare,  There 
is  a  universal  First  Cause. 

And  man,  the  proud  lord  of  creation,  so  fearfully 
and  wonderfully  made, — each  joint  in  its  corre- 
sponding socket,  each  muscle,  and  tendon,  and 
artery  performing  its  allotted  functions  with  all  the 
precision  of  the  most  perfect  mechanism,  and,  sur- 
passing all,  possessed  of  a  soul  capable  of  enjoying 
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the  most  exquisite  pleasure,  or  of  enduring  the  most 
excruciating  pain, — these  all  unite  in  one  general 
proclamation  of  the  eternal  truth  that  there  is  a 
Being,  infinite  in  wisdom,  who  reigns  over  all,  un- 
divided and  supreme,  the  fountain  of  all  life,  source 
of  all  light,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow,  and  in 
whom  all  happiness  centres. 

ANONYMOUS 
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THERE  IS  NO  GOD 

There  is  no  God !    If  one  should  stand  at  noon 
Where  the  glow  rests,  and  the  warm  sunlight 

plays ; 

Where  earth  is  gladdened  by  the  cordial  rays 
And  blossoms  answering, — where  the  calm  lagoon 
Gives  back  the  brightness  of  the  heart  of  June, 
And  he  should  say :     "  There  is  no  sun  " — the 

day's 
Fair  show  still  round  him, — should  we  lose  the 

blaze 

And  warmth,  and  weep  that  day  has  gone  so  soon? 

Nay,  there  would  be  one  word,  one  only  thought, — 

"  The  man  is  blind !  "  and  throbs  of  pitying  scorn 

Would   rouse   the   heart,   and   stir  the   wondering 

mind. 

We  feel,  and  see,  and  therefore  know, — the  morn 
With  blush  of  youth  ne'er  left  us  till  it  brought 
Promise  of  full-grown  day.    "  The  man  is  blind." 

SOPHIE  M.  ALMON-HENSLEY 
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THERE  IS  A  GOD 

The  one  who  says  there  is  no  God 

Should  study  nature's  laws ; 
From  worlds  in  space,  down  to  our  sod 

There's  naught  without  a  cause ; 
The  laws  which  govern  earth  and  sky 
To  God's  existence  testify. 

Look  at  the  earth — see  how  plants  grow 

Out  of  a  little  seed ; 
If  one  would  only  wish  to  know 

His  God,  .this  he  would  heed ; 
For  plants  all  grow  by  certain  laws 
Of  which  our  God's  the  only  cause. 

Let  him  who  doth  his  God  deny 

The  stars  of  heaven  trace ; 
See  how  each  world  doth  occupy 

A  certain  part  of  space ; 
They're  made  and  moved  by  certain  laws 
Of  which  our  God's  the  only  cause. 

Year  after  year,  from  west  to  east, 

Our  planet  round  doth  go ; 
And  ev'ry  star,  to  say  the  least, 

Some  motion  has,  we  know  ; 
These  laws  of  motion  tidings  bring 
Of  God,  the  everlasting  King. 
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Who  made  the  laws  which  govern  space  ? 

Who  maketh  grow  each  seed? 
Who  gives  each  starry  world  its  place, 

And  bids  it  onward  speed? 
'Tis  God,  the  King  of  earth  and  sky, 
Who  lives  on  earth  and  dwells  on  high. 

MARTIN   LEH MAYER 
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THE  HYMN  OF  NATURE 

The  heavenly  spheres  to  Thee,  O  God ! 

Attune  their  evening  hymn ; 
All-wise,  All-holy,  Thou  art  praised 

In  song  of  seraphim. 
Unnumbered  systems,  suns,  and  worlds, 

Unite  to  worship  Thee  ; 
While  Thy  majestic  greatness  fills 

Space,  time,  eternity. 

Nature,  a  temple  worthy  Thee, 

Beams  with  Thy  light  and  love, 
Whose  flowers  so  sweetly  bloom  below, 

Whose  stars  rejoice  above ; 
Whose  altars  are  the  mountain-cliffs 

That  rise  along  the  shore ; 
Whose  anthems,  the  sublime  accord 

Of  storm  and  ocean  roar. 
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Her  song  of  gratitude  is  sung 

By  Spring's  awakening  hours ; 
Her  Summer  offers  at  Thy  shrine 

Its  earliest,  loveliest  flowers  ; 
Her  Autumn  brings  its  golden  fruits, 

In  glorious  luxury  given ; 
While  Winter's  silver  heights  reflect 

Thy  brightness  back  to  heaven. 

SIR  JOHN  BOWRING 
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/  PRAISE  TO  NATURE'S  GOD 

Lauded  be  Thy  name  forever, 
Thou  of  life  the  Guard  and  Giver ! 
Thou  who  slumberest  not  nor  sleepest ! 
Blest  are  they  Thou  kindly  keepest. 
God  of  stillness  and  of  motion, 
Of  the  rainbow  and  the  ocean, 
Of  the  mountain  and  the  river, 
Lauded  be  Thy  name  forever ! 

God  of  evening's  peaceful  ray, 
God  of  every  dawning  day 
Rising  from  the  distant  sea, 
Breathing  of  eternity, — 
Thine  the  flaming  sphere  of  light, 
Thine  the  darkness  of  the  night ; 
God  of  life,  who  dieth  never, 
\Glory  to  Thy  name  forever. 

HOGG 
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ABOU  BEN  ADHEM 

Abou  Ben  Adhem — may  his  .tribe  increase! — ' 
Awoke  one  night  from  a  deep  dream  of  peace, 
And  saw,  within  the  moonlight  in  his  room, 
Making  it  rich  and  like  a  lily  in  bloom, 
An  angel,  writing  in  a  book  of  gold. 
Exceeding  peace  had  made  Ben  Adhem  bold, 
And  to  the  Presence  in  the  room  he  said, 
"  What  writest  Thou  ?  "    The  vision  raised  its  head, 
And  with  a  look  all  made  of  sweet  accord, 
Answered,  "  The  names  of  those  that  love  the  Lord." 
"  And  is  mine  one  ?  "  said  Abou.    "  Nay,  not  so," 
Replied  the  angel.    Abou  spoke  more  low 
But  cheerily  still,  and  said,  "  I  pray  Thee,  then, 
Write  me  as  one  that  loves  his  fellow-men  " 

The  angel  wrote  and  vanished.    The  next  night 

It  came  again  with  a  great  wakening  light, 

And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God  had 

blessed, 
And  lo !  Ben  Adhem's  name  led  all  the  rest. 

LEIGH  HUNT 
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ABRAM  AND  ZIMRI 

Abram  and  Zimri  owned  a  field  together — 
A  level  field  hid  in  a  happy  vale; 
They  plowed  it  with  one  plow,  and  in  the  spring 
Sowed,  walking  side  by  side,  the  fruitful  seed. 
In  harvest,  when  the  glad  earth  smiled  with  grain, 
Each  carried  to  his  home  one-half  the  sheaves. 
And  stored  them  with  much  labor  in  his  barns. 
Now  Abram  had  a  wife  and  seven  sons, 
But  Zimri  dwelt  alone  within  his  house. 

One  night,  before  the  sheaves  were  gathered  in, 
As  Zimri  lay  upon  his  lonely  bed 
And  counted  in  his  mind  his  little  gains, 
He  thought  upon  his  brother  Abram's  lot, 
And  said,  "  I  dwell  alone  within  my  house, 
But  Abram  hath  a  wife  and  seven  sons, 
And  yet  we  share  the  harvest  sheaves  alike. 
He  surely  needeth  more  for  life  than  I ; 
I  will  arise,  and  gird  myself,  and  go 
Down  to  the  field,  and  add  to  his  from  mine." 

So  he  arose,  and  girded  up  his  loins, 
And  went  out  softly  to  the  level  field ; 
The  moon  shone  out  from  dusky  bars  of  clouds, 
The  trees  stood  black  against  the  cold  blue  sky, 
The  branches  waved  and  whispered  in  the  wind. 
So  Zimri,  guided  by  the  shifting  light, 
Went  down  the  mountain  path,  and  found  the  field, 
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Took  from  his  store  of  sheaves  a  generous  third, 
And  bore  them  gladly  to  his  brother's  heap, 
And  then  went  back  to  sleep  and  happy  dreams. 

Now,  that  same  night,  as  Abram  lay  in  bed, 
Thinking  upon  his  blissful  state  in  life, 
He  thought  upon  his  brother  Zimri's  lot, 
And  said,  "  He  dwells  within  his  house  alone, 
And  goeth  forth  to  toil  with  few  to  help, 
And  goeth  home  at  night  to  a  cold  house, 
And  hath  few  other  friends  but  me  and  mine  " 
(For  these  two  tilled  the  happy  vale  alone), 
"  While  I,  whom  Heaven  hath  very  greatly  blessed, 
Dwell  happy  with  my  wife  and  seven  sons, 
Who  aid  me  in  my  toil,  and  make  it  light, 
And  yet  we  share  the  harvest  sheaves  alike. 
This  surely  is  not  pleasing  unto  God  ; 
I  will  arise,  and  gird  myself,  and  go 
Out  to  the  field  and  borrow  from  my  store, 
And  add  unto  my  brother  Zimri's  pile." 

So  he  arose  and  girded  up  his  loins, 
And  went  down  softly  to  the  level  field ; 
The  moon  shone  out  from  silver  bars  of  clouds, 
The  trees  stood  black  against  the  starry  sky, 
The  dark  leaves  waved  and  whispered  in  the  breeze ; 
So  Abram,  guided  by  the  doubtful  light, 
Passed  down  the  mountain  path,  and  found  the  field, 
Took  from  his  store  of  sheaves  a  generous  third, 
And  added  them  unto  his  brother's  heap ; 
Then  he  went  back  to  sleep  and  happy  dreams. 
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So  the  next  morning,  with  the  early  sun, 
The  brothers  rose,  and  went  out  to  their  toil ; 
And  when  they  came  to  see  the  heavy  sheaves, 
Each  wondered  in  his  heart  to  find  his  heap, 
Though  he  had  given  a  third,  was  still  the  same. 

Now  the  next  night  went  Zimri  to  the  field, 
Took  from  his  store  of  sheaves  a  generous  share, 
And  placed  them  on  his  brother  Abram's  heap, 
And  then  lay  down  behind  his  pile  to  watch. 
The  moon  looked  out  from  bars  of  silvery  cloud, 
The  cedars  stood  up  black  against  the  sky, 
The  olive  branches  whispered  in  the  wind. 

Then  Abram  came  down  softly  from  his  home, 
And,  looking  to  the  right  and  left,  went  on ; 
Took  from  his  ample  store  a  generous  third, 
And  laid  it  on  his  brother  Zimri's  pile. 
Then  Zimri  rose  and  caught  him  in  his  arms, 
And  wept  upon  his  neck,  and  kissed  his  cheek ; 
And  Abram  saw  the  whole,  and  could  not  speak, 
Neither  could  Zimri.    So  they  walked  along 
Back  to  their  homes,   and  thanked  their   God  in 

prayer 
That  He  had  bound  them  in  such  loving  bands. 

CLARENCE  COOK 
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ONLY  A  JEW 

In  Brittany,  fair  land,  long  years  ago, 

Lived  one  of  those 
Despised  and  desolate,  whose  records  show 

Insults  and  blows, 

Their  old  inheritance  of  wrong  ;  who  were 
Free  once  as  eyelids  of  the  morn,  nor  care 

Knew,  nor  annoy. 

In  that  city  of  joy, 

Heav'n-chosen  child,   whom  none  to  harm  might 
dare, 

Lived  one  who  did  as  if  his  God  stood  near, 

Watching  his  deed  ; 
Slow  to  give  answer,  ever  swift  to  hear  ; 

Whose  brain  would  breed, 

Walking  alone,  or  watching  through  the  nigh% 
No  idle  thought  ;  but  he  with  ill  would  fight, 

And  day  by  day 

Would  wax  alway 
Wiser  and  better  and  nearer  to  the  light. 

And  in  this  land  a  mother  lost  her  child, 

And  charged  the  Jew 
With  crucifying  him,  who  calmly  smiled 

Denial.     "  You 

Have  slain,"  quoth  she,  "to  keep  your  Passover, 
My  son  with  sorceries."    He  answered  her, 

"  Your  wit  must  fail  ; 

An  idle  tale 
Is  this  ;  what  proof  thereof  can  you  prefer  ?  " 
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But  she  went  from  him  raging.    Then  he  fled 

Out  of  that  land ; 
And  .those  there  set  a  price  on  his  grey  head, 

Who  with  skilled  hand 
Of  craft  had  fed  one  daughter  fair  as  day, 
Now  destitute.     Soon  gold  before  her  lay, 

The  bait  of  shame ; 

But  she,  aflame 
With  honor,  flung-  such  happiness  away, 

And,  writing,  told  her  father,  who  came  back 

By  night,  and  bade 
Her  claim  his  life's  reward.    "  Rather  the  rack 

Rend  me,"  she  said; 

"  And  shall  I  give  him  death  who  life  gave  me  ? 
Sell  him  and  feed  on  him  ?    Far  sooner  we 

Both  died!     Somewhere 

Beyond  earth's  care 
Hereafter  we  shall  meet ;  it  may  well  be 

"  Somewhere  hereafter."        "  Nay,   you   still   shall 
live," 

He  murmured ;  then 
Went  out  into  the  market,  crying,  "  Give 

This  price,  ye  men, 

For  me  to  her,  my  daughter."    But  these  laid 
False  hands  on  both,  nor  other  duty  paid 

Than  death  ;  for  they, 

Gold  hair  and  grey, 
Were  slain  hard  by  within  the  minster's  shade. 
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After,  in  no  long  time,  the  little  child 

Returned,  a  stray 
Fresh  from  the  sea.    It,  by  a  ship  beguiled, 

In  the  hold  at  play, 

Had  sailed  unseen  till  the  land  a  small  speck  grew. 
But  still  they  prayed  within  the  porch,  in  view 

Of  the  blood-splashed  stone, 

And  made  no  moan ; 
"  'Twas  only  a  Jew,"  the  folk  said,  "  only  a  Jew." 

ANONYMOUS 
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A  HEBREW  TALE 

Twilight  was  deepening  with  a  tinge  of  eve, 
As  toward  his  home  in  Israel's  sheltered  vales 
A  stately  Rabbi  drew.    His  camels  spied 
Afar  the  palm-trees'  lofty  heads,  that  decked 
The  dear,  domestic  fountain, — and  in  speed 
Pressed  with  broad  foot  the  smooth  and  dewy  glade. 
The  holy  man  his  peaceful  threshold  passed 
With  hasting  step.    The  evening  meal  was  spread, 
And  she  who  from  life's  morn  his  heart  had  shared 
Breathed  her  fond  welcome.    Bowing  o'er  the  board, 
The  blessing  of  his  fathers'  God  he  sought, 
Ruler  of  earth  and  sea.    Then,  raising  high 
The  sparkling  wine-cup,—"  Call  my  sons,"  he  bade, 
"  And  let  me  bless  them  ere  their  hour  of  rest." 

Th'ob servant  mother  spake  with  gentle  voice 
Somewhat  of  soft  excuse — that  they  were  wont 
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To  linger  long  amid  the  Prophet's  school, 
Learning  the  holy  law  their  father  loved. 

His  sweet  repast  with  sweet  discourse  was  blent 
Of   journeying   and   return. — "Would   thou   hadst 

seen, 

With  me,  the  golden  morning  break  to  light 
Yon  mountain  summits,  whose  blue,  waving  line 
Scarce  meets  thine  eyes, — where  chirp  of  joyous 

birds, 

And  sigh  of  waving  boughs,  stirred  in  the  soul 
Warm  orisons.    Yet  most  I  wished  thee  near 
Amid  the  temple's  pomp,  when  the  high  priest, 
Clad  in  his  robe  pontifical,  invoked  , 

The  God  of  Abraham,  while  from  lute  and  harp, 
Cymbal  and  trump  and  psaltery  and  glad  breath 
Of  tuneful  Levite  and  the  mighty  shout 
Of  all  our  people,  like  .the  swelling  sea, 
Loud  hallelujahs  burst.    When  next  I  seek 
Blest  Zion's  glorious  hill,  our  beauteous  boys 
Must  bear  me  company.    Their  early  prayers 
Will  rise  as  incense.    Thy  reluctant  love 
No  longer  must  withhold  them ;  the  new  toil 
Will  give  them  sweeter  sleep,  and  touch  their  cheek 
With  brighter  crimson.    'Mid  their  raven  curls 
My  hand  I'll  lay,  and  dedicate  them  there, 
E'en  in  those  hallowed  courts,  to  Israel's  God : 
Two  spotless  lambs,  well-pleasing  in  His  sight. 
But  yet,  methinks,  thou'rt  paler  grown,  my  love ; 
And  the  pure  sapphire  of  thine  eye  looks  dim, 
As  though  'twere  washed  with  tears." 
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Faintly  she  smiled,- — 

"  One  doub.t,  my  lord,  I  fain  would  have  thee  solve  ; 
Gems  of  rich  lustre  and  of  countless  cost 
Were  to  my  keeping  trusted.    Now,  alas ! 
They  are  demanded.     Must  they  be  restored? 
Or  may  I  not  a  little  longer  gaze 
Upon  their  dazzling  hues  ?  "    His  eye  grew  stern, 
And  on  his  lip  there  lurked  a  sudden  curl 
Of  indignation :    "  Doth  my  wife  propose 
Such,  doubt?  as  if  a  master  might  not  claim 
His  own  again !  "    "  Nay,  Rabbi,  come,  behold 
These  priceless  jewels-  ere  I  yield  them  back." 

So  to  their  spousal  chamber  with  soft  hand 
Her  lord  she  led.    There,  on  a  snow-white  couch 
Lay  his  two  sons,  pale,  pale  and  motionless, 
Like  fair  twin-lilies,  which  some  grazing  kid 
In  wantonness  had  cropped.    "  My  sons !  my  sons  ! 
Light  of  my  eyes !  "  th'astonished  father  cried ; 
"  My  teachers  in  the  law,  whose  guileless  hearts 
And  prompt  obedience  warned  me  oft  to  be 
More  perfect  with  my  God !  " 

To  earth  he  fell, 

Like  Lebanon's  rent  cedar ;  while  his  breast 
Heaved  with  such  groans  as  when  the  laboring  soul 
Breaks  from  its  clay  companion's  close  embrace. 
The  mourning  mother  turned  away  and  wept 
Till  the  first  storm  of  passionate  grief  was  still ; 
Then,  pressing  to  his  ear  her  faded  lip, 
She  sighed  in  tones  of  tremulous  tenderness, 
"  Thou  didst  instruct  me,  Rabbi,  how  to  yield 
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The  summoned  jewels :  see,  the  Lord  did  give, 
The  Lord  hath  taken  away." 

"  Yea/7  said  the  sire, 

"  And  blessed  be  His  name.    E'en  for  thy  sake, 
Thrice  blessed  be  Jehovah."    Long  he  pressed 
On  those  cold,  beautiful  brows  his  quivering  lips, 
While  from  his  eye  the  burning  anguish  rolled ; 
Then,  kneeling  low,  those  chastened  spirits  poured 
Their  mighty  homage. 

LYDIA   H.   SIGOURNEY 
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THE  PRINCESS  AND  THE  RABBI 

In  olden  times — in  ages  long  since  flown — 
There  lived  a  Rabbi,  one  whose  great  renown 
For  wisdom,  learning,  and  for  many  things, 
Made  him  much  sought  by  emperors  and  kings. 
Yet,  though  his  wisdom  made  him  wondrous  wise, 
His  face  was  ugly,  and  his  crooked  eyes, 
That  mated  with  his  soiled  and  blackened  skin, 
Gave  to  his  countenance  a  horrid  grin. 

One  day  an  emperor  asked  him  to  his  court, 
Where  "  Ugly  Face  "  was  subject  to  the  sport 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  and,  amid  the  laughter, 
None    mirthed    it    more    than    did    the    emperor's 

daughter. 

"  Good  Rabbi,  tell  me,"  were  the  words  she  said, 
"  How  wisdom  dwells  in  such  an  ugly  head." 
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The  Rabbi  kept  his  temper,  though  his  cheek 

Paled  at  the  insult,  and  with  voice  so  meek, 

He  asked  the  princess  if  she  knew  the  bin 

Or  jar  in  which  her  father  kept  his  wine. 

"  The  bin  I  know  not,"  quickly  she  replied, 

"  But  earthen  jars  have  all  such  wants  supplied." 

"  In  earthen  jars ! — Ha !  Ha !  that's  very  fine — 
That's  where  the  common  people  keep  their  wine ; 
An  emperor's  is  worthy  of  a  greater  place ; 
No  handsome  vessel  would  such  wine  disgrace." 

So  said  the  Rabbi ;  the  princess  thought  that  he 
Could  nothing  else  but  full  in  earnest  be ; 
That  one  who  many  clever  things  oft  spoke 
Would  ne'er  indulge  in  playing  paltry  joke; 

So  to  the  butler  she  ran  off  in  haste, 
And  bid  him  best  of  all  the  wines  to  place 
In  jars  of  gold ;  the  butler  quick  obeyed 
(A  princess'  word  must  never  be  gainsaid), 
Took  from  the  earthen  jars  the  wine  so  old, 
And  poured  it  into  those  of  finest  gold. 

When  next  the  wine  was  to  the  princess  brought, 
It  tasted  flat  and  stale ;  'twas  then  she  thought 
On  her  the  Rabbi  some  foul  trick  had  played, 
And,  finding  him,  she,  flushed  with  anger,  said, 
"  vSo,  Rabbi,  do  you  know  the  wine  I  poured 
In  golden  vessels,  is  all  spoiled  and  soured  ?  " 
To  which  the  Rabbi,  with  a  touch  of  pride, 
And  sterner  accent  than  before,  replied, 
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"  Then  have  you  learned  a  lesson,  princess  mine ; 
'Tis  not  the  vessel's  beauty  makes  the  wine ; 
Neither  doth  knowledge  find  a  resting-place 
Behind  a  fair  more  than  an  ugly  face." 

W.   L.  GARDINER 
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HE  DOETH  HIS  ALMS  TO  BE  SEEN  OF 
MEN 

A  poor  little  girl  in  a  tattered  gown, 
Wandering  alone  through  the  crowded  town, 
All  weary  and  worn,  on  the  curb  sat  down, 

By  the  side  of  the  way  to  rest ; 
Bedimmed  with  tears  were  her  eyes  of  brown, 

Her  hands  on  her  bosom  pressed. 

The  night  was  approaching — the  winter's  chill  blast 
That  fell  on  the  child  as  it  hurried  past, 
Congealed  the  tears  that  were  falling  fast 

From  the  poor  little  maiden's  eyes; 
The  blinding  snow  on  her  pale  cheek  cast, 

Unheeded  her  plaintive  cry. 

Now  hurriedly  passing  along  the  street, 
She  catches  the  sound  of  approaching  feet; 
And  wearily  rises,  as  if  to  entreat 

Some  aid  from  the  passer-by ; 
But  slowly  and  sadly  resumes  her  seat, 

Repelled  by  the  glance  of  his  eye. 
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He  saw  the  wind  tempest  resistlessly  hurl 
The  gathering  snow-flakes  with  many  a  whirl, 
Upon  her  bare  head,  where  each  soft-shining  curl 

Was  swept  by  the  breath  of  the  storm  ; 
But  what  did  he  care  for  the  little  girl, — 

His  raiment  was  ample  and  warm ! 

He  went  to  a  charity  meeting  that  night, 
And  spoke,  to  the  listeners'  great  delight, 
Of  how  'twas  the  duty  of  all  to  unite 

The  suffering  poor  to  relieve ; 
And  held  up  a  check  for  a  thousand  at  sight, 

So  all  of  the  crowd  could  perceive. 

He  handed  the  check  to  the  treasurer,  when 
The  audience  applauded  again  and  again, 
But  the  angel  who  holds  the  recording  pen 

This  sentence,  methinks,  did  record: 
"  He  doeth  his  alms  to  be  seen  of  men ; 

Their  praise  is  his  only  reward." 

The  paper  next  morning  had  much  to  say 
Of  how  the  "  good  gentleman  "  did  display 
His  generous  spirit  in  giving  away 

So  much  for  the  poor  man's  cause. 
He  smiled  as  he  read  his  own  praise  that  day, 

And  thought  of  the  night's  applause. 

Near  by  the  same  paper  went  on  to  repeat 

A  story  they'd  heard,  of  how,  out  on  the  street, 

A  watchman,  at  dawning  of  morn,  on  his  beat, 

A  poor  little  child  had  found, — 
With  only  the  snow  for  a  winding-sheet, — 

Frozen  to  death  on  the  ground ! 
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Ah !  who  can  declare  that  when  God  shall  unfold 

Eternity's  records,  he  will  not  hold 

Him  guilty  of  murder,  who  seeks  with  his  gold, 

In  charity's  name,  to  buy 
The  praises  of  men,  while  out  in  the  cold 

He  leaves  a  poor  child  to  die ! 

ANONYMOUS 
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THE  MORNING  PSALM 

"  Read  us  a  Psalm,  my  little  one." 

An  untried  day  had  just  begun, 

And,  ere  the  city's  rush  and  roar 

Came  passing  through  the  closed  home  door, 

The  family  was  hushed  to  hear 

The  youngest  child,  in  accents  clear, 

Read  from  the  Book.    A  moment's  space — 

The  morning  look  died  from  each  face, — 

The  sharp,  keen  look,  that  goes  to  meet 

Opposing  force,  nor  brooks  defeat. 
* 

"  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes,"  she  read, 

"  Unto  the  hills."    Who  was  afraid? 
What  had  the  Psalm  of  pilgrim  life 
To  do  with  all  our  modern  strife? 
"  Behold,  He  that  doth  Israel  keep 
Shall  neither  slumber,  nor  shall  sleep ; 
The  Lord  thy  keeper  is,  and  He 
Thy  shade  on  thy  right  hand  shall  be; 
The  sun  by  day  shall  not  thee  smite, 
The  moon  shall  hurt  thee  not  by  night." 
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And  the  child  finished  the  old  Psalm, 
And  those  who  heard  grew  strong  and  calm ; 
The  music  of  the  Hebrew  words 
Thrilled  them  like  sweet  remembered  chords, 
And  brought  the  heights  of  yesterday 
Down  to  the  lowlands  of  to-day, 
And  seemed  to  lend  to  common  things 
A  mystery  as  of  light  and  wings ; 
And  each  one  felt  in  gladsome  mood, 
'  And  life  was  beautiful  and  good. 

Then  forth,  where  duty's  clarion  call 
Was  heard,  the  household  hastened  all, 
In  crowded  haunts  of  busy  men 
To  toil  with  book,  or  speech,  or  pen  ; 
To  meet  the  day's  demand  with  skill, 
And  bear,  and  do,  and  dare,  and  will, 
As  they  must  who  are  in  the  strife 
And  strain  and  stress  of  modern  life, 
And  would  succeed,  but  who  yet  hold 
Honor  of  higher  worth  than  gold. 

These  are  the  days  of  peace  we  say, 

Yet  fiercest  fights  are  fought  to-day ; 

And  those  who  formed  that  household  band 

Had  need  of  strength,  that  they  might  stand 

In  firmness  and  unruffled  calm ; — 

But  sweetly  did  their  morning  Psalm 

Amid  the  clamor,  loud  and  long, 

Like  echo  of  a  once-loved  song, 

Rise  in  their  hearts  and  make  them  strong. 
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At  close  of  day  they  met  again, 
And  each  had  known  some  touch  of  pain, 
Some  disappointment,  loss,  or  care, 
Some  place  of  stumbling,  or  some  snare. 
"  And  yet  the  Psalm  is  true,"  said  they, 
"  The  Lord  preserveth  us  alway. 
His  own  were  safe  in  days  of  yore, 
And  from  this  time,  and  evermore, 
If  skies  be  bright  or  skies  be  dim, 
He  keepeth  all  who  trust  in  Him." 

MARIANNE  FARNINGHAM 
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SPEECH  OF  JACOB  HENRY 

[Delivered  about  1812,  in  the  Legislature  of  North  Caro- 
lina, on  a  motion  to  vacate  his  seat,  he  being  a  Jew.] 

Mr.  Speaker: — Though  I  will  not  conceal  the 
surprise  I  felt  that  the  gentleman  should  have 
thought  proper  yesterday  to  have  moved  my  expul- 
sion from  this  House,  on  the  alleged  grounds  that 
I  "  disbelieve  in  the  Divine  authority  of  the  New 
Testament,"  without  considering  himself  hound  by 
those  rules  of  politeness,  which,  according  to  my 
sense  of  propriety,  should  have  led  him  to  give 
me  some  previous  intimation  of  his  design,  yet  since 
I  am  brought  to  the  discussion,  I  feel  prepared  .to 
meet  the  object  of  his  resolution. 

I  certainly,  Mr.  Speaker,  know  not  the  design  of 
the  Declaration  of  Rights  made  by  the  people  of  this 
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State  in  the  year  '76,  if  it  was  not  to  consecrate  cer- 
tain great  and  fundamental  Rights  and  Principles, 
which  even  the  Constitution  cannot  impair;  for  the 
44th  Section  of  the  latter  instrument  declares  that 
the  Declaration  of  Rights  ought  never  to  be  violated 
on  any  pretence  whatever ; — if  there  is  any  apparent 
difference  between  the  two  instruments,  they  ought, 
if  possible,  to  be  reconciled.  But  if  there  is  a  final 
repugnance  between  them,  the  Declaration  of  Rights 
must  be  considered  paramount.  For  I  believe  it  is 
to  the  Constitution  as  the  Constitution  is  to  a  law, — 
it  controls  and  directs  it,  absolutely  and  conclusively. 
If,  then,  a  belief  in  the  Protestant  religion  is  re- 
quired by  the  Constitution  to  qualify  a  man  for  a 
seat  in  this  House,  and  such  qualification  is  dis- 
pensed with  by  the  Declaration  of  Rights,  the  provi- 
sion of  the  Constitution  must  be  altogether  inoper- 
ative, as  the  language  of  the  Bill  of  Rights  is  "  that 
all  men  have  a  natural  and  unalienable  right  to  wor- 
ship Almighty  God  according  to  the  dictates  of  their 
own  conscience."  It  is  undoubtedly  a  natural  right, 
and  when  it  is  declared  to  be  an  unalienable  one,  by 
the  people  in  their  sovereign  and  original  capacity, 
any  attempt  to  alienate  it,  either  by  the  Constitution 
or  by  law,  must  be  vain  and  fruitless.  It  is  difficult 
to  conceive  how  such  a  provision  crept  into  the  Con- 
stitution, unless  it  was  from  the  difficulty  the  human 
mind  feels  in  suddenly  emancipating  itself  from  the 
fetters  by  which  it  has  long  been  enchained.  If  a 
man  should  hold  religious  principles  incompatible 
with  the  freedom  and  safety  of  the  State,  I  do  not 
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hesitate  to  pronounce  that  he  should  be  excluded 
from  the  public  councils  of  the  same;  and  I  trust, 
if  I  know  myself,  no  one  would  be  more  ready  to 
aid  and  assist  than  myself.  But  I  should  really  be 
at  a  loss  to  specify  any  known  religious  principles 
which  are  thus  dangerous.  It  is  surely  a  question 
between  a  man  and  his  Maker,  and  requires  more 
than  human  attributes  to  pronounce  which  of  the 
numerous  sects  prevailing  in  the  world  is  most 
acceptable  to  the  Deity.  If  a  man  fulfils  the  duties 
of  that  religion  which  his  education  or  his  conscience 
has  pointed  out  to  him  as  the  true  one,  no  person,  I 
hold,  in  this  our  land  of  liberty,  has  the  right  to 
arraign  him  at  the  bar  of  any  inquisition.  And  the 
day,  I  trust,  is  long  past  when  principles  merely 
speculative  were  propagated  by  force,  when  the 
sincere  and  pious  were  made  victims,  and  the  light- 
minded  bribed  into  hypocrites. 

The  proud  monuments  of  liberty  knew  that  the 
purest  homage  man  could  render  to  the  Almighty 
was  in  the  sacrifice  of  his  passions,  and  in  the 
performance  of  his  duties ;  that  the  Ruler  of  the 
universe  would  receive  with  equal  benignity  the 
various  offerings  of  man's  adoration,  if  they  pro- 
ceeded from  an  humble  spirit  and  sincere  mind ;  that 
intolerance  in  matters  of  faith  had  been  from  the 
earliest  ages  of  the  world  the  severest  torments  by 
which  man  could  be  afflicted ;  and  that  governments 
were  only  concerned  about  the  actions  and  conduct 
of  man,  and  not  his  speculative  notions.  Who 
among  us  feels  himself  so  exalted  above  his  fellows 
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as  to  have  a  right  to  dictate  to  them  his  mode  of 
belief?  Shall  this  free  country  set  an  example  of 
persecution  which  even  the  returning  reason  of 
enslaved  Europe  would  not  submit  to?  Will  you 
bind  the  Conscience  in  chains,  and  fasten  conviction 
upon  the  mind,  in  spite  of  the  conclusions  of  reason, 
and  of  those  ties  and  habitudes  which  are  blended 
with  every  pulsation  of  the  heart?  Are  you  pre- 
pared to  plunge  at  once  from  the  sublime  heights  of 
moral  legislation  into  the  dark  and  gloomy  caverns 
of  superstitious  ignorance?  Will  you  drive  from 
your  shores  and  from  the  shelter  of  your  Constitu- 
tion all  who  do  not  lay  their  oblations  on  the  same 
altar,  observe  the  same  ritual,  and  subscribe  to  the 
same  dogmas  ?  If  so,  which  among  the  various  sects 
into  which  we  are  divided,  shall  be  the  favored  one  ? 
I  should  insult  the  understanding  of  this  House  to 
suppose  it  possible  that  they  could  ever  assent  to 
such  absurdities.  For  all  know  that  persecution  in 
all  its  shapes  and  modifications  is  contrary  to  the 
genius  of  our  Government  and  the  spirit  of  our  laws  ; 
and  that  it  can  never  produce  any  other  effect  than 
to  render  men  hypocrites  or  martyrs.  When  Charles 
the  Fifth,  Emperor  of  Germany,  tired  of  the  cares 
of  government,  resigned  his  crown  to  his  son,  he 
retired  to  a  monastery,  where  he  amused  the  even- 
ing of  his  life  in  regulating  the  movements  of 
watches,  endeavoring  to  make  a  number  keep  the 
same  time ;  but  not  being  able  to  make  any  two  go 
exactly  alike,  he  was  led  to  reflect  upon  the  folly 
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and   crimes   he   had   committed   in   attempting   the 
impossibility  of  making  men  think  alike ! 

Nothing  is  more  easily  demonstrated  than  that 
the  conduct  alone  is  the  subject  of  human  laws,  and 
that  man  ought  to  suffer  civil  disqualification  for 
what  he  does,  and  not  for  what  he  thinks.  The 
mind  can  receive  laws  only  from  Him  of  whose 
divine  essence  it  is  a  portion :  He  alone  can  punish 
disobedience ;  for  who  else  can  know  its  movements, 
or  estimate  their  merits?  The  religion  I  profess 
inculcates  every  duty  which  man  owes  to  his  fellow- 
men  ;  it  enjoins  upon  its  votaries  the  practice  of 
every  virtue,  and  the  detestation  of  every  vice; 
it  teaches  them  to  hope  for  the  favor  of  Heaven 
exactly  in  proportion  as  their  lives  are  directed 
by  just,  honorable  maxims. — This,  then,  gentlemen, 
is  my  creed ;  it  was  impressed  upon  my  infant  mind, 
it  has  been  the  director  of  my  youth,  the  monitor 
of  my  manhood,  and  will,  I  trust,  be  the  consolation 
of  my  old  age.  At  any  rate,  Mr.  Speaker,  I  am  sure 
that  you  cannot  see  anything  in  this  religion  to 
deprive  me  of  my  seat  in  this  House.  So  far  as 
relates  to  my  life  and  conduct,  the  examination  of 
these  I  submit  with  cheerfulness  to  your  candid  and 
liberal  construction.  What  may  be  the  religion  of 
him  who  made  this  objection  against  me,  or  whether 
he  has  any  religion  or  not,  I  am  unable  to  say.  I 
have  never  considered  it  my  duty  to  pry  into  the 
belief  of  other  members  of  this  House,  if  their 
actions  are  upright,  and  their  conduct  just ;  the  rest 
is  for  .their  own  consideration, — not  for  mine.  I  do 
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not  seek  to  make  converts  to  my  faith,  nor  do  I 
exclude  any  man  from  my  esteem  or  friendship  be- 
cause he  and  I  differ  in  that  respect.  The  same 
charity,  therefore,  it  is  not  unreasonable  to  expect 
will  be  extended  to  myself,  because  in  all  things  that 
relate  to  the  State  and  to  the  duties  of  civil  life,  I 
am  bound  by  the  same  obligations  as  my  fellow- 
citizens  ;  nor  does  any  man  subscribe  more  sincerely 
than  myself  to  the  maxim,  "  Whatever  ye  would  that 
men  should  do  unto  you,  do  ye  so  even  unto  them, 
for  such  is  the  Law  and  the  Prophets." 
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THE  SULTAN'S  LESSON 

A  Sultan  placed  before  his  throne  one  day 
Three  vases — one  of  gold,  one  amber,  and  one  clay ; 
And  when  his  seal  was  set  upon  each  urn, 
His  three  sons,  at  his  bidding,  chose  in  turn. 

Upon  the  golden  vase  Empire  was  writ; 
Resplendent  jewels  all  around  it  stood ; 
The  eldest  grasped  that  vase  and  opened  it, 
But  shrank  to  find  it  brimming  full  of  blood. 

Glory  upon  the  amber  vase  shone  bright ; 
Fresh  wreaths  of   laurel  twined  the  letters  o'er; 
The  second  seized  it  quick  ;  but  ah,  sad  sight ! 
'Twas  filled  with  dust  of  heroes  known  no  more. 
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No  word  was  wrritten  on  the  vase  of  earth ; 
But  still  the  youngest  son  advanced  his  claim; 
He  oped  the  urn  amid  the  courtiers'  mirth, 
And  naught  was  in  it  save  God's  holy  name. 

The  Sultan  to  the  throng  of  courtiers  turned, 
And  asked  which  of  the  vases  weighed  the  most. 
Various  the  thoughts  which  in  their  bosoms  burned, 
And  came  to  speech  among  the  glittering  host. 

The  warriors  said,  "  The  golden  vase  of  Might  " ; 
The  poets  said  "  The  amber  vase  of  Fame  "  ; 
The  sages  said,  "  The  vase  emblem  of  Right, — 
The  globe  is  lighter  than  God's  written  name/' 

Then  said  the  Sultan,  "  Sons,  remember  well 
The  meaning  of  the  lesson  read  to-day : 
When  the  scales  tremble  betwixt  good  and  ill, 
The  name  of  God  will  all  the  rest  outweigh." 

W.  R.  ALGER. 
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Now  into  the  high  hall  the  proud  poets  troop 

From  the  tiled  palace-court  in  old  Trimberg,  the 

town, 
And  with  light,  gallant  mien  the  gay  courtiers  stoop 

In  their  bows  to  the  dames,  all  of  fairest  renown. 
And  the  flicker  of  gayety  brightens  the  room  ; 

For  it  gleams  like  the  jewels,  or  silken  brocade ; 
While  the  clanking  of  swords  and  of  stirrups  con- 
sume 

Half  the  love-doting  sallies  of  matron  and  maid. 
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This  is  an  occasion  when  rhymers  appear 

To  vie  in  a  tourney  of  ballad  and  song, 
And  the  revelry  hushes,  the  judges  are  here, 

Till    the    stillness    of   evening   broods    over   the 

throng. 
For  each  bard  in  his  place  is  awaiting  his  cue 

To  arouse  the  applause  of  the  court  and  its  train, 
And  he  hums  in  his  heart  just  a  stanza  or  two 

Of  the  rhymes  he  has  wrought  at  the  beck  of  the 
Thane. 

First  they  called  on  the  bard  whose  strong  minne- 

songs  led 

Many  sore-footed  pilgrims  in  quest  of  the  grail, 
And  he  rises  with  honor,  a  crown  on  his  head, 
And  sings  well  of  castle's  defence  and  assail. 
Then  to  love-winning  eyes  of  his  lady  he  turns, 

And  reverts  to  a  knight  who  has  led  every  quest 
In  the  siege  of  her  heart,  for  whose  conquest  he 

yearns, 

As  a  monk  yearns  in  prayer  for  the  joys  of  the 
blest. 

He  ceased,  and  the  plaudits  arose  to  the  roof, 

And  around  the  vast  hall  rolled  his  praise  and 

his  name ; 
Lifted  up  in  his  pride,  from  his  fellows  aloof, 

He  gives  them  a  challenge  to  mount  to  his  fame. 
Almost  heavy  of  heart,  then,  the  next  poet  sings 

The  song  he  has  woven  to  dazzle  the  court, 
Tho'  deftly  he  wakens  the  musical  strings 

Till  his  harp  and  his  voice  in  one  rapture  disport. 
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Each  poet  wins  favor,  delightfully  heard ; 

All  the  knights  and  the  ladies  are  brave  in  their 

praise 
Of  the  favorite  tune,  or  the  apt  chosen  word, 

In  the  rollicking  troubadours'  spirited  lays. 
But  now  one  unheralded  bard  is  espied, 

Lately  shunned  with  a  growl  by  the  insolent  crew, 
And  stung  by  his  daring  in  crossing  their  pride, 

They    hotly    demanded,    "What,    ho!    hear   the 
Jew!" 

Full  proudly  he  rose  when  he  thus  was  proclaimed, 
Brave   Susskind   of   Trimberg,   the   Troubadour 

Jew; 

Standing  calmly  before  them,  unknown,  unashamed, 
He  would  lift  their  disdain  as  the  sun  lifts  the 

dew. 
But  becalmed  and  at  gaze,  like  a  couchant  wild 

beast, 

Ere  it  leaps  unaware  on  its  innocent  prey, 
And  inwardly  chafed  that  he  came  to  their  feast, 
Angry  and  silent  and  scornful  were  they. 

"  My  song  is  of  love  that  should  gladden  all  times, 

And  that  love  is  the  book  of  the  law  of  my  sires. 
We  have  wandered  with  this  through  the  seasons 
and  climes ; 

Long  ago  by  the  Rhine  we  enkindled  our  fires. 
We  were  here  when  the  eagles  of  Rome  were  elate ; 

We  encamped  amid  desolate  ruins  and  mounds ; 
So  of  Trimberg  I  sing,  and  the  woods  of  my  State, 

Of  Bavaria  beloved  and  what  in  it  abounds. 
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"  Before  Germany  was,  then  my  fathers  were  here, 
And  they  sang  of  a  peace  that  is  sweeter  than 

wine, 
With  a  harp  that  was  David's,  and  not  with  the 

spear, 

They  greeted  the  vales  of  the  Saale  and  the  Rhine. 

Oh,  this  land  is  my  country,  these  forests  my  home ! 

Here  my  altars  of  praise  and  of  household  were 

set. 

Overflowing  with  love  for  my  townsmen  I  come, 
And  I  offer  a  friendship  that  none  shall  regret. 

"  Give  me  heed  now,  ye  bards,  for  like  Walter  I 

sing, 
And  a  troubadour's  mate  is  the  good  man  and 

just. 
All  the  children  of  men  are  controlled  by  one  King, 

And  He  fathers  the  living  and  those  in  the  dust. 
Your   songs  are   of  bloodshed,    and   bloodshed   is 

death ; 
Sing  ye  rather  the  rich  who  are  friends  to  the 

poor; 
My  songs  are  of  peace,   and  have  balm  in  their 

breath 

That  should  soothe  the  afflictions  that  many  en- 
dure. 

"  And  ye  who  exult  in  the  pride  of  your  sires, 
Ye  prize  not,  ye  heed  not,  the  greeting  I  bring. 

Ye  can  only  think  scorn  of  my  kindly  desires, 

And  would  silence  my  lays  when  my  heart  bids 
me  sing. 
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Made  a  stranger  and  outcast,  as  each  of  my  folk, 
Is  there  aught  that  ye  know  for  which  I  can 
atone  ? 

Must  the  woes  of  my  fathers  be  also  my  yoke, 
As  I  pass  in  and  out  here,  scarce  noticed,  alone  ?  " 

But  the  court,  in  its  splendid  and  festal  array, 
Was  at  loss  for  reply,  although  touched  to  the 

core, 
And  seemingly  deaf  to  his  resonant  lay, 

They  saw  him  bow  low  and  pass  out  at  the  door. 
With  a  heart  that  was  sad,  he  strode  forth  from  the 

gate 
Of  the  town  that  he  loved,  into  woodland  and 

glen, 
This  minstrel  of  Judah,  elected  by  fate 

To  utter  true  songs  to  the  children  of  men. 

O  Susskind  of  Trimberg !  O  Troubadour  Jew ! 

The  harp  that  was  David's  was  held  in  thy  hand ! 
And  the  words  thou  hast  chanted,  tho'  broken  and 

few, 
Have  sustained  us  and  cheered  us  in  far  distant 

lands. 
Praise   for   Susskind,   his   country    beloved  as  his 

home, 
And  for  neighbors  and  kinsfolk — all  peoples  are 

one. 

The  Father  who  formed  us,  to  all  does  He  come, 
And  His  blessing  abides  when  a  good  deed  is 
done. 

RABBI  JOSEPH   LEISER 
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"  Canst  thou  say  thy  God  was  honest 
To  the  man  he  made  of  clay, 

When  a  rib,  from  Adam  sleeping, 
Scripture  saith  He  stole  away  ?  " 

Rabbi  Gamliel  would  have  answered, 
But  his  daughter  craved  reply: 

"Justice!"  cried  she,  "even  justice! 
Let  us  to  the  judgment  hie! 

"  Thieves  into  our  house  have  broken, 

And  a  pitcher  rare  and  old 
They  have  stolen,  yet  for  silver 

Hath  been  left  a  cruse  of  gold !  " 

"  Would  that  such  a  great  misfortune 
Happened  to  me  every  day !  " 

Said  the  scorner,  but  the  maiden, 
"  See,  the  theft  is  cleared  away !  " 

"  Mean  I  not  the  rib  exactly, 
But  the  way  in  which  'twas  done ! 

Why  could  not  the  man  have  seen  it — 
Gift  and  miracle  in  one?" 

Then  a  piece  of  meat  the  maiden 
Washed  and  salted  in  his  sight, 

Preparing  for  a  feast  to  which 
She  the  quibbler  did  invite. 
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"  Peace/*  said  he,  "  I  never  relish 

What  before  me  is  prepared." 
Saith  the  maiden,  now  triumphant, 

"  Thus  the  ways  of  God  are  cleared ! 

"  That  which  seeing  maketh  common, 
From  our  eyes  should  be  concealed; 

Her  whom  Adam  most  should  honor, 
To  him,  perfect,  God  revealed !  " 

THE  TALMUD 
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"  Oh,  World-God,  give  me  Wealth !  "  the  Egyptian 

cried. 

His  prayer  was  granted.     High  as  Heaven  behold 
Palace  and  Pyramid ;  the  brimming  tide 

Of  lavish  Nile  washed  all  his  land  with  gold. 
Armies  of  slaves  toiled  ant-wise  at  his  feet ; 
World-circling    traffic    roared    through    mart    and 

street ; 

His  priests  were  gods ;  his  spice-balmed  kings,  en- 
shrined, 

Set  death  at  naught  in  rock-ribbed  charnels  deep. 
Seek  Pharaoh's  race  to-day,  and  ye  shall  find 
Rust  and  the  moth,  silence  and  dusty  sleep. 
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"Oh,    World-God,    give    me    Beauty!"    cried    the 
Greek. 

His  prayer  was  granted.     All  the  earth  became 
Plastic  and  vocal  to  his  sense;  each  peak, 

Each  grove,  each  stream,  quick  with  Promethean 

flame, 

Peopled  the  world  with  imaged  grace  and  light. 
The  lyre  was  his,  and  his  the  breathing  might 
Of  the  immortal  marble;  his  the  play 

Of  diamond-pointed  thought  and  golden  tongue. 
Go  seek  the  sunshine-race ;  ye  find  to-day 

A  broken  column  and  a  lute  unstrung. 

"  Oh,  World-God,  give  me   Power !  "  the  Roman 

cried. 
His  prayer  was  granted.     The  vast  world  was 

chained 
A  captive  to  the  chariot  of  his  pride ; 

The  blood  of  myriad  provinces  was  drained 
To  feed  that  fierce,  insatiable  red  heart. 
Invulnerably  bulwarked  every  part 
With  serried  legions  and  with  close-meshed  Code; 
Within,   the   burrowing   worm   had   gnawed   its 

home ; 

A  roofless  ruin  stands  where  once  abode 
Th'imperial  race  of  everlasting  Rome. 

"  Oh,  Godhead,  give  me  Truth !  "  the  Hebrew  cried. 

His  prayer  was  granted.     He  became  the  slave 
Of  the  Idea,  a  pilgrim  far  and  wide, 

Cursed,  hated,  spurned,  and  scourged  with  none 
to  save. 
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The  Pharaohs  knew  him,  and  when  Greece  beheld, 
His  wisdom  wore  the  hoary  crown  of  Eld. 
Beauty  he  hath  forsworn,  and  Wealth  and  Power. 

Seek  him  to-day,  and  find  in  every  land ; 
No  fire  consumes  him,  neither  floods  devour ; 

Immortal  through  the  lamp  within  his  hand. 

EMMA  LAZARUS 
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They  have  a  saying  in  the  East: — 

Two  angels  note  the  deeds  of  men, 

And  one  is  first,  and  one  is  least. 

When  men  do  right,  one  takes  his  pen 

And  magnifies  the  deed  to  ten. 

This  angel  is  at  God's  right  hand, 

And  holds  the  other  in  command. 

He  says  to  him  when  men  do  wrong, 

"  The  man  was  weak,  temptation  strong, — 

Write  not  the  record  down  to-day ; 

To-morrow  he  may  grieve  and  pray." 

It  may  be  myth ;  but  this  is  sooth — 

No  ruth  is  lasting  as  God's  ruth ; 

The  strongest  is  the  tenderest; 

He  who  best  knows  us  loves  us  best. 

MATTHEW  RICHEY  KNIGHT 
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A  PRAYER 
IMITATED  FROM  THE  PERSIAN 

Lord !  who  art  merciful  as  well  as  just, 

Incline  Thine  ear  to  me,  a  child  of  dust ! 

Not  what  I  would,  O  Lord,  I  offer  Thee, 
Alas !  but  what  I  can. 

Father  Almighty,  who  has  made  me  man, 
And  bade  me  look  to  Heaven,  for  Thou  art  there, 

Accept  my  sacrifice  and  humble  prayer. 
Four  things  which  are  not  in  Thy  treasury, 
I  lay  before  Thee,  Lord,  with  this  petition : 

My  nothingness,  my  wants, 

My  sins,  and  my  contrition. 

ROBERT  SOUTHEY 
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God,  Thou  art  good !  each  perfumed  flower, 
The  waving  field,  the  dark  green  wood, 

The  insect  fluttering  for  an  hour, — 
All  things  proclaim  that  God  is  good. 

I  hear  it  in  each  breath  of  wind ; 

The  hills  that  have  for  ages  stood, 
And  clouds  with  gold  and  silver  lined, 

All  still  repeat  that  God  is  good. 
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Each  little  rill  that  many  a  year 
Has  the  same  verdant  path  pursued, 

And  every  bird,  in  accents  clear, 
Joins  in  the  song  that  God  is  good. 

The  restless  sea,  with  haughty  roar, 
Calms  each  wild  wave  and  billow  rude, 

Retreats  submissive  from  the  shore, 

And  swells  the  chorus, — "  God  is  good." 

The  countless  hosts  of  twinkling  stars 
All  sing  His  praise  with  light  renewed; 

The  rising  sun  each  day  declares 
In  rays  of  glory, — "  God  is  good.5* 

The  moon  that  walks  in  brightness  says 
That  God  is  good!  and  man,  endued 

With  power  to  speak  his  Maker's  praise, 
Should  still  repeat  that  God  is  good. 

MRS.  FOLLEN 
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Yes,  God  is  good:  in  earth  and  sky, 
From  ocean-depths  and  spreading  wood, 

Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 

"  God  made  us  all  and  God  is  good." 

The  sun  that  keeps  his  trackless  way, 
And  downward  pours  his  golden  flood, 

Night's  sparkling  hosts,  all  seem  to  say, 

In  accents  clear,  that  God  is  good. 
21 
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The  merry  birds  prolong  the  strain, 
Their  song  with  every  spring  renewed ; 

And  balmy  air  and  falling  rain, 

Each  softly  whispers,  "  God  is  good." 

I  hear  it  in  the  rushing  breeze ; 

The  hills  that  have  for  ages  stood, 
The  echoing  sky,  and  roaring  seas, 
'  All  swell  the  chorus,  "  God  is  good." 

Yes,  God  is  good,  all  Nature  says, 

By  God's  own  hand  with  speech  endued ; 

And  man,  in  louder  notes  of  praise, 

Should  sing  for  joy  that  "  God  is  good." 

JOHN  HAMPDEN  GURN^Y 


THEY  TELL  ME 

They  tell  me,  "  Give  thy  nation  up ; 

The  ancient  graves  resign! 
Give  us  thy  soul — then  plenty,  wealth, 

And  greatness  shall  be  thine." 

They  tell  me :     "  Think  not  to  rebuild 

The  City,  proud  and  tall, 
Of  whose  old  splendor  there  is  left 

Only  a  crumbling  wall, 
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"  Dream  not  thy  nation  to  arouse 

Out  of  its  slumber  deep ; 
Behold,  it  has  so  many  years 

Lain  in  a  marmot's  sleep !  " 

False  prophets,  hush !     Fie,  charlatans ! 

I  swerve  not  from  the  goal. 
I  will  not  give  my  honor  up, — 

I  will  not  sell  my  soul. 

The  path  my  fathers  trod  through  life 

I  follow,  straight  and  clear ; 
Should  Death  demand  me,  I  will  mount 

The  scaffold  without  fear. 

My  God,  my  race,  I  will  not  change 

For  gold  or  jewels'  fires. 
More  than  a  stranger's  treasure-house 

A  grave  among  my  sires. 

EZEKIEL  LEAVITT 

Translation  from  the  Hebrew  by  Alice  Stone  Blackwell 
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Night  has  on  the  earth  descended, 
All  around  is  silence  deep. 

Sleep,  my  darling,  I  am  with  thee ; 
Sleep  a  calm  and  peaceful  sleep. 
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I  no  lullabies  shall  sing  thee ; 

Songs  are  at  an  end  to-night; 
Sleep  in  peace,  oh,  sleep  on  sweetly, 

Long  as  sleep  thou  canst,  my  light. 

In  our  native  fields  aforetime, 
Wondrous  songs  we  used  to  sing, 

Improvising  them  in  gardens 

Turning  green  with  early  spring. 

Where  grew  daffodils  and  myrtles, 
Stately  palms  upreared  their  heights, 

Cypress  trees  spread  wide  their  branches, 
Splendid  roses  blossomed  bright. 

But  those  notes  are  hushed  and  silenced ; 

Ruined  now  our  Zion  lies ; 
Mourning  sounds  instead  of  singing; 

Yea,  for  songs  we  hear  but  sighs. 

All  thou  needs  must  know,  my  darling, 
Of  thy  nation's  piteous  plight, 

Thou  wilt  learn  and  weep  for  sorrow, 
As  thy  mother  weeps  to-night. 

But  why  now  in  vain  disturb  thee  ? 

Let  thy  tranquil  slumber  last, 
Until  over  thee,  my  dearest, 

The  dark  day  of  rain  hath  passed ! 

To  the  school,  my  son,  I'll  lead  thee 
By  the  hand ;  there  thou  shalt  learn 

All  our  Bible  and  our  knowledge. 
Wondrous  pearls  thou  wilt  discern — 
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Pearls  of  wisdom  in  our  Talmud, 

Gems  'our  sages'  lore  affords ; 
Thou  shalt  taste  of  prayer's  first  sweetness 

And  the  charm  of  God's  great  words. 

Ne'er  forget  thou  art  a  Hebrew ! 

Little  son,  remember  well, 
Even  to  the  grave,  the  stories 

That  thy  mother  used  to  tell ! 

EZEKIEL  LEAVITT 

Translation  from  the  Russian  by  Alice  Stone  Blackwell 
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WHAT  THE  HEART  OF  THE  YOUNG  MAN  SAID 
TO  THE  PSALMIST 

Tell  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers, 

"  Life  is  but  an  empty  dream !  " 
For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real !     Life  is  earnest ! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 
"  Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  returnest," 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Not  enjoyment  and  not  sorrow 

Is  our  destined  end  or  way, 
But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Finds  us  further  than  to-day. 
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Art  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting; 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 
Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 

Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

Trust  no  Future,  howe'er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  Past  bury  its  dead ! 
Act, — act  in  the  living  Present, — 

Heart  within,  and  God  overhead. 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time ! 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 

Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 

HENRY  W.  LONGFELLOW 
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CHARITY 

O  Charity — thou  queen  of  virtues  all, — 
In  whose  blest  name  all  men  for  succor  call — 
Fill  with  thy  noble  warmth  each  gentle  breast, 
Be  thou  in  manly  hearts  an  honored  guest ! 

With  thy  sweet  promptings  teach  the  child  in  play 
That  gracious  hearts  are  happy  hearts  alway. 
For  who  so  blessed  as  the  man  who  gives  ? 
Who  feels  the  world  is  better  that  he  lives  ? 

Deep  misery  lies  broadcast  through  the  land ; 

Its  one  salvation  is  a  lavish  hand, — 

The  hand  of  Charity,  which  gently  dries 

The  widow's  tears  and  stills  the  orphan's  cries ; 

Which  reaches  out  fraternally  to  those 
O'er  whom  the  Waters  of  Despair  would  close, 
Were  they  not  drawn  unto  a  safer  shore, 
And  given  hope  of  fairer  life  once  more ! 

Thou  Child  of  Heaven  with  the  love-lit  eyes, 
See,  on  all  sides  thy  many  altars  rise ; 
Their  fires  gladly  fed  at  thy  soft  call, 
When  thy  blest  spirit  rests  upon  us  all. 

DEBORAH  KLEINERT  JANOWITZ 
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THE  MYSTIC  TIE 

There  is  a  mystic  tie  that  binds 
The  children  of  the  Hebrew  race 

In  bonds  of  sympathy  and  love, 

Which  time  and  change  cannot  efface. 

When,  'mid  the  world's  abuse  and  scorn, 
The  sons  of  Israel  bravely  stood, 

Tnat  bond  was  holier,  stronger  still, 
Cemented  by  their  martyrs'  blood. 

And  though  to-day  the  Hebrews  dwell 
In  every  clime  and  every  land, 

Yet,  joined  by  that  immortal  tie, 
A  holy  brotherhood  they  stand. 

Go  to  the  North,  where  Polar  stars 
Look  down  on  fields  of  ice  and  snow ; 

Go  where,  in  sunny  tropic  climes, 
The  gentle  breezes  softly  blow; 

Go  to  the  countries  of  the  East, 

Arabia  and  the  Hindoo  land ; 
Go  where  the  calm  Pacific  sweeps 

'Gainst  California's  golden  strand; — 

And  there,  in  reverent  tones,  is  heard 
The  sacred  cry,  always  the  same, 

"  O  Israel,  hear !  our  God  is  one ; 
Blest  be  for  aye  His  holy  name !  " 
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This  is  the  mystic  tie  that  binds 
The  children  of  the  Hebrew  race; 

This  is  the  grand  and  holy  bond 

Which  time  and  change  cannot  efface. 

MAX  MEYERHARDT 
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PRAISE  YE  THE  LORD 

Praise  ye  the  Lord !  for  it  is  good 

His  mighty  acts  to  magnify, 
And  make  those  mercies  understood 

His  hand  delights  to  multiply — 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

Break  forth,  O  Israel !  into  song ; 

Let  hymns  ascend  to  heaven's  vault. 
No  sweeter  task  hath  mortal  tongue, 

Than  its  Creator  to  exalt ! 

Praise  ye  the  Lord ! 

PENINA   MOISE 
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THE  SOUL 

There  is  a  vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame 
That  fills  and  permeates  the  mortal  frame, 
Which  He  with  sacred  thoughts  doth  oft  inspire, 
Who  filled  Isaiah  with  poetic  fire. 
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Such  thoughts,  whose  influence  the  glowing  mind 
Hath  oft  disturbed,  delighted,  raised,  refined; 
Thoughts,  so  ineffable,  soothing,  yet  so  great, 
Thoughts  of  the  life-sustaining  Potentate. 

And  this  same  spark  that  in  us  dwells, 
Through  which  our  heart  with  prayer  swells, 
Whence  comes  it?     Whence  its  origin  divine? 
Whence  but  from  Him  from  whom  all  glories  shine ! 

His  Jiving  breath  has  reached  our  bosoms,  too, 
As  shines  the  sunbeam  in  a  drop  of  dew ; 
The  effluence  of  His  Presence  all  divine, 
Pervading  worlds,  doth  in  our  spirit  shine. 

From  Him  who  plants  in  the  immortal  soul 
The  spring  of  love  and  power  of  self-control, 
From  God,  who  doth  all  motion  guide; 
The  only  God! — there  is  no  God  beside. 

DEBORAH   KLEINERT  JANOWITZ 
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THE  HOUSE  OF  GOD 

How  goodly  is  Thy  house,  O  Lord! 

Within  its  courts  we  turn  to  Thee, 
Who  is  by  Israel  ador'd 

As  God  to  all  eternity. 

Hither  we  come  to  praise  Thy  name, 
Humbly  to  seek  Thy  gracious  face ; 

Thy  truth  and  greatness  to  proclaim 
In  this,  Thy  holy  dwelling-place. 
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Accord  us,  then,  Thy  tender  love  ; 

Unto  our  pray'rf ul  words  give  ear ; 
Grant  them  acceptance  from  above, 

And  to  our  plaint  be  ever  near. 

RABBI  HENRY  S.  JACOBS 
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ISRAEL 

How  great,  O  Israel,  have  thy  sufferings  been 
Since  doomed  in  every  land  and  clime  to  roam, 

An  exile  and  a  wanderer  on  the  earth, 
Without  a  country  and  without  a  home ! 

Throughout  the  world  men  scorned  the  Hebrew's 
faith — 

That  holy  creed  of  origin  divine ; 
They  stamped  as  crime  his  sacred,  pure  belief, 

And  mocked  his  worship  at  Jehovah's  shrine. 

"  Cursed  be  the  Jews !  "  this  was  the  fearful  cry 
That  followed  e'er  the  Hebrew  where  he  fled ; 

Proud  monarchs  were  his  deadly  foes,  and  popes 
Hurled  their  anathemas  upon  his  head. 

And  Israel,  once  a  nation  proud  and  great, 

From  whom  sprang  sages,  kings  and  prophets 

grand, 

Earth's  mightiest  race,  the  chosen  of  the  Lord, 
Was  mocked  and   scorned  and  jeered  in  every 
land! 
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In  sunny  Spain,  the  Inquisition  dread 
Cast  him  in  dungeons  terrible  and  dire, 

And  with  a  thousand  tortures  racked  his  form, 
Then  led  him  forth  unto  the  death  of  fire. 

Oh,  shame !  that  such  a  fearful  blot  as  this 
Should  stain  the  history  of  the  Spanish  land, 

And  deathless  infamy  forever  rest 
On  Torquemada  and  his  hated  band! 

Where'er  the  Hebrew  roamed,  on  land  or  sea, 

Did  persecution  follow  in  his  path, 
And  furious  mobs  deemed  it  a  noble  act 

To  vent  on  him  their  hatred  and  their  wrath. 

Ten  thousand  martyrs  died  for  Israel's  cause, 
With  fortitude  sublime,  'mid  smoke  and  flame; 

And  while  their  cruel  foes  stood  mocking  'round 
They  called  on  God  and  blessed  His  sacred  name ! 

Through  all  the  horrors  of  that  fearful  time, 

Through  gloom  and  death,  the  Hebrew  saw  afar, 

With  faith's  unfailing  and  undying  eye, 

Beyond   the  clouds,   hope's  bright  and   glorious 
star. 

He  knew  that  God  would  rise  'gainst  Israel's  foes 
As,  long  ago,  upon  the  Red  Sea  coast, 

With  miracles  He  saved  His  chosen  race, 

And  in  the  sea  'whelmed  Pharaoh's  mighty  host. 
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And  gloriously  was  that  bright  trust  fulfilled, 

For  Israel  triumphed  over  every  foe, 
And  marching  on  with  undiminished  zeal, 

Emerged  in  triumph  from  the  night  of  woe. 

Yes,  Judah  proudly  stands,  'midst  all  mankind, 
Once  more  as  beautiful,  sublime,  and  grand 

As  when,  in  blessed  days  of  old,  she  stood 
A  mighty  nation  in  the  Holy  Land. 

Weep  not,  O  Israel,  for  thy  martyred  ones, 

For  though  no  monuments  rise  o'er  their  tombs, 

Yet  fame  upon  the  sacred  spot  shall  shed 

Her  fairest  garlands  and  her  brightest  blooms. 

Their  names  are  grav'n  on  honor's  deathless  page, 
And  on  the  scroll  of  glory  written  high : 

And  though  earth's  proudest  monuments  decay, 
Their  deeds  sublime  will  never,  never  die ! 

Mourn  not,  O  Israel,  for  the  glorious  past; 

The  future  holds  a  destiny  more  grand ; 
For  'tis  thy  mission  great  to  teach  God's  laws 

To  the  inhabitants  of  every  land, 

And  cause  the  nations  of  the  world  to  know 
That  unto  Him  alone  shall  prayers  ascend, 

And  that  before  His  great  majestic  throne 
All  men  in  reverent  suppliance  shall  bend. 

Oh !  may  the  time  soon  come  when  o'er  the  earth 
In  thunder  tones  the  glad  acclaim  will  ring, 

And  nations,  taking  up  the  shout,  shall  cry, 
"  The  God  of  Judah  is  our  Lord  and  King !  " 
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Thus  Israel's  ancient  glory  will  return, 
And  Israel's  banner  be  again  unfurled; 

Thus  will  the  star  of  peace  and  promise  dawn, 
And  shed  its  radiant  lustre  on  the  world! 

MAX  MEYERHARDT 


160 

OUR  EVERLASTING  FRIEND 

Divine  Disposer  of  events, 

To  whom  all  praise  belongs ! 
Each  attribute  of  Thine  presents 

A  theme  for  countless  songs. 
Though  mortal  years  were  multiplied 

A  thousand  thousand  fold; 
Yet  time  would  scarcely  be  supplied 

Thy  powers  to  unfold. 

In  timid  tones  if  angels  speak 

Of  Thee,  all-knowing  God, 
How  then  shall  man,  minute  and  weak, 

Thy  excellencies  laud? 
All  heights  and  depths  in  nature's  bound 

Are  visible  to  Thee : 
The  lofty  heart,  the  mind  profound, 

The  mountain  and  the  sea. 

PENINA  MOISE 
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REST 

When  God  at  first  made  Man, 
Having  a  glass  of  blessings  standing  by, 
Let  Us  (said  He)  pour  on  him  all  We  can ; 
Let  the  world's  riches,  which  dispersed  lie, 

Contract  into  a  span. 

So  strength  first  made  a  way, 

Then  beauty  flowed,  then  wisdom,  honor,  pleasure; 
When  almost  all  was  out,  God  made  a  stay, 
Perceiving  that  alone  of  all  His  treasure 

Rest  at  the  bottom  lay. 

For  if  I  should  (said  He) 
Bestow  this  jewel  also  on  my  creature, 
He  would  adore  My  gifts  instead  of  Me, 
And  rest  in  ^Nature,  not  the  God  of  Nature ; 

So  both  would  losers  be. 

Yet  let  him  keep  the  rest, 
But  keep  them  with  repining  restlessness ; 
Let  him  be  rich  and  weary,  that  at  least, 
If  goodness  lead  him  not,  yet  weariness 

May  toss  him  to  My  breast. 

•    •      GEORGE  HERBERT 
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PROVIDENCE 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 

And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

Ye  fearful  souls,  fresh  courage  take; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  blessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  fearful  sense, 
But  trust  Him  for  His  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  Providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour;% 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan*  His  work  in  vain ; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 

And  He  will  make  it  plain. 

WILLIAM  COWPER 
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LIVE  NOT  TO  YOURSELVES 

On  a  frail  little  stem  in  the  garden  hangs  the 
opening  rose.  Go  ask  it  why  it  hangs  there !  "  I 
hang  there,"  says  the  beautiful  flower,  "  to  sweeten 
the  air  which  man  breathes,  to  open  my  beauties,  to 
kindle  emotion  in  his  eye,  to  show  him  the  hand  of 
his  God  who  pencilled  each  leaf,  and  laid  them  thus 
on  my  bosom.  And,  whether  you  find  me  here  to 
greet  him  every  morning,  or  whether  you  find  me 
on  the  lone  mountain-side,  with  the  bare  possibility 
that  he  will  throw  me  one  passing  glance,  my  end 
is  the  same.  I  live  not  to  myself." 

Beside  yon  highway  stands  an  aged  tree,  solitary 
and  alone.  You  see  no  living  thing  near  it  and  you 
say,  Surely  that  must  stand  for  itself  alone.  "  No/' 
says  the  tree ;  "  God  never  made  me  for  a  purpose  so 
small.  For  more  than  a  hundred  years  I  have  stood 
here.  In  summer  I  have  spread  out  my  arms,  and 
sheltered  the  panting  flocks  which  hastened  to  my 
shade ;  in  my  bosom  I  have  concealed  and  protected 
the  brood  of  young  birds,  as  they  lay  and  rocked  in 
their  nests;  in  the  storm  I  have  more  than  once  re- 
ceived in  my  body  the  lightning's  bolt,  which  had 
else  destroyed  the  traveller;  the  acorns  which  I 
have  matured  from  year  to  year  have  been  carried 
far  and  wide,  and  groves  of  forest  oaks  can  claim 
me  as  their  parent. 

"  I  have  lived  for  the  eagle  which  has  perched  on 
my  top ;  for  the  humming-bird  which  has  paused 
22 
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and  refreshed  its  giddy  wings  ere  it  danced  away 
again  like  a  blossom  of  the  air;  for  the  insect  that 
has  found  a  home  within  the  folds  of  my  bark ;  and, 
when  I  can  stand  no  longer,  I  shall  fall  by  the  hand 
of  man,  and  I  will  go  to  strengthen  the  ship  which 
makes  him  lord  of  the  ocean,  and  to  his  dwelling  to 
warm  his  hearth  and  cheer  his  home.  I  live  not  to 
myself." 

On  yonder  mountain-side  comes  down  the  silver 
brook,  in  the  distance  resembling  a  ribbon  of  silver, 
running  and  leaping  as  it  dashes  joyously  down. 
Go  ask  it  what  it  is  doing.  "  I  was  born/'  says  the 
brook,  "  high  up  in  the  mountains,  but  there  I  could 
do  no  good ;  so  I  am  hurrying  down,  running  where 
I  can  and  leaping  where  I  must,  but  hastening  down 
to  water  the  sweet  valley,  where  the  thirsty  cattle 
may  drink,  where  the  lark  may  sing  on  my  bank, 
where  I  may  drive  the  mill  for  the  accommodation 
of  man,  and  then  widen  into  the  great  river,  and 
bear  up  his  steamboats  and  shipping,  and  finally 
plunge  into  the  ocean,  to  rise  again  in  vapor,  and 
perhaps  come  back  again  in  the  clouds  to  my  own 
native  mountain,  and  live  my  short  life  over  again. 
Not  a  drop  of  water  comes  down  my  channel  in 
whose  bright  face  you  may  not  read,  '  None  of  us 
liveth  to  himself/  " 

Speak  now  to  that  solitary  star  that  hangs  in  the 
far  verge  of  heaven,  and  ask  it  what  it  is  doing  there. 
Its  voice  comes  down  the  path  of  light,  and  cries, 
"  I  am  a  mighty  world !  I  was  stationed  here  at  the 
creation.  Aye,  I  was  there — 
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'  When  the  radiant  morn  of  creation  broke, 
And  the  world  in  the  smile  of  God  awoke, 
And  the  empty  realms  of  darkness  and  death 
Were  moved  through  their  depths  by  His  mighty 

breath, 

And  orbs  of  beauty  and  spheres  of  flame 
From  the  void  abyss  by  myriads  came/ 

"  Here,  among  the  morning  stars,  I  hold  my 
place,  and  help  to  keep  other  worlds  balanced  and 
in  their  places.  I  send  my  bright  beams  down  to 
earth,  and  the  sailor  takes  hold  of  the  helm,  and 
fixes  his  eye  on  me,  and  finds  his  way  home  across 
the  ocean.  Of  all  the  countless  hosts  of  my  sister 
stars,  who  walk  forth  in  the  great  space  of  creation, 
not  one,  not  one,  lives  or  shines  for  himself  alone." 

And  thus  God  has  written  upon  the  flower  that 
sweetens  the  air,  upon  the  breeze  that  rocks  that 
flower  upon  its  stem,  upon  the  raindrops  which 
swell  the  mighty  river,  upon  the  dew-drop  that  re- 
freshes the  smallest  sprig  of  moss  that  rears  its  head 
in  the  desert,  upon  the  vast  ocean,  upon  every  pen- 
cilled shell  that  sleeps  in  the  caverns  of  the  deep,  as 
well  as  upon  the  mighty  sun  which  warms  and  cheers 
the  millions  of  creatures  that  live  in  its  light — upon 
all  hath  He  written,  "None  of  us  liveth  for  him- 
self:' 

REV.  JAMES  TODD 
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WE  PRAISE  THEE,  O  LORD 

Round  the  Lord  in  glory  seated, 

Cherubim  and  seraphim 
Filled  His  temple  and  repeated 

Each  to  each  th'alternate  hymn: 

"  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored; 

Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord!" 

Heaven  is  still  with  glory  ringing, 
Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry, 

"  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  singing, 
"  Lord  of  Hosts,  the  Lord  Most  High. 

"  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored; 

Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord !  " 

RICHARD  MAN! 
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THE  PRAYERS  OF  ALL  LIVING 
CREATURES 

The  Hen  praiseth  God, 
Saying,  "  Thou  hast  given  me 
As  much  intelligence 
As  unto  the  Cock ; 
Therefore  do  I  praise  Thee 
Unto  the  end,  which  fleeth 
For  ever  and  ever !  " 

The  Raven  sayeth: 

"  Who  prepareth  the  Raven  his  food, 

When  his  children  cry  to  God, 

When  their  mother  casts  them  out  ? 

So  He  feedeth 

The  young  ravens  when  they  cry !  " 

The  Parrot  sayeth: 

"  Praise  the  Lord  with  the  harp ! 

Praise  Him  with  the  ten-stringed  nabluim ! 

For  God  hath  gifted  me 

That  I  can  speak  His  praise. 

Lo !  ye,  the  other  birds 

Cannot  do  like  unto  me !  " 

The  bird  Tsih  sings: 

"  Light  is  sown  unto  the  holy  ones, 

And  joy  unto  those 

Who  are  of  upright  minds !  " 
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The  Frog  singeth  a  Psalm : 
"  Praised  be  the  majesty 
Of  His  mighty  kingdom 
For  ever  and  ever !  " 

The  Cat  sayeth 
When  the  Mouse  escapeth  her 
Up  into  a  high  place: 
„  "  Though  thou  should'st  rise 
Like  the  eagle  on  high, 
Yea,  though  thou  should'st  nest 
On  high  among  the  stars, 
Yet  will  I  bring  thee  down ! 
For  I  have  sharp  nails 
To  climb  and  to  spring, 
For  all  of  which  I  praise  the  Lord ! " 

The  Mouse  sayeth, 
Escaping  from  the  Cat: 
"  I  thank  Thee,  O  God, 
That  mine  enemy 
Hath  not  rejoiced  over  me!  " 

The  Dog  sayeth : 

"  Come,  let  us  throw  ourselves  down, 

Let  us  kneel  and  bow 

Before  God,  our  Maker!  " 

The  Weasel  sayeth: 

"  Let  all  things  which  breathe 

Praise  the  Lord  through  ages ! 
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I  am  not  of  the  earth, 

Nor  yet  am  I  of  the  sea, 

So  I  declare, — 

All  creatures  that  have  souls, 

Praise  the  Lord! 

That  His  holy  name  may  be  whole, 

And  say,  Let  Him  be  praised 

For  ever  and  for  ever." 

FROM  AN  OLD  JEWISH   CANTICLE 
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A  PRAYER 

O  God,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 
Ever  Thy  blessings  to  me  send ; 
Let  me  have  virtue  for  my  guide, 
And  wisdom  always  at  my  side ; 
Thus  cheerfully  through  life  I'll  go, 
Nor  ever  feel  the  sting  of  woe ; 
Contented  with  the  humblest  lot, 
Happy,  though  in  the  meanest  cot. 

FELICIA  D.  HEMANS 
[At  the  age  of  nine] 
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BEAUTIFUL  THINGS 

What  millions  of  beautiful  things  there  must  be 
In  this  mighty  world! — who  could  reckon  them 
all? 

The  tossing,  the  foaming,  the  wide  flowing  sea, 
And  thousands  of  rivers  that  into  it  fall. 

O  there  are  the  mountains,  half  covered  with  snow, 
With  tall  and  dark  trees,  like  a  girdle  of  green, 

And  waters  that  wind  in  the  valley  below, 
Or  roar  in  the  caverns,  too  deep  to  be  seen. 

Vast  caves  in  the  earth,  full  of  wonderful  things, 
The  bones  of  strange  animals,  jewels  and  spars; 

Or,  far  up  in  Iceland,  the  hot,  boiling  springs, 
Like  fountains  of  feathers,  or  showers  of  stars. 

Here  spread  the  sweet  meadows  with  thousands  of 
flowers, 

Far  away  are  old  woods  that  for  ages  remain; 
Wild  elephants  sleep  in  the  shade  of  their  bowers, 

Or  troops  of  young  antelopes  traverse  the  plain. 

O  yes,  they  are  glorious,  all  to  behold, 

And  pleasant  to  read  of,  and  curious  to  know, 

And  something  of  God  and  His  wisdom  we're  told, 
Whatever  we  look  at — wherever  we  go. 

ANN  TAYLOR 
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EVENING  HYMN  FOR  A  CHILD 

Another  day  its  course  has  run, 

And  still,  O  God,  Thy  child  is  blest ; 

For  Thou  hast  been  by  day  my  sun, 
And  Thou  wilt  be  by  night  my  rest. 

Sweet  sleep  descends,  my  eyes  to  close ; 

And  now,  when  all  the  world  is  still, 
I  give  my  body  to  repose, 

My  spirit  to  my  Father's  will. 

JOHN  PIERPONT 

169 
LORD,  WE  ARE  THANKFUL 

Lord,  we  are  thankful  for  the  air, 

For  breath  of  life,  for  water  fair, 

For  morning  burst,  for  noon-day  light, 

For  alternation  of  the  night, 

For  place  in  Thy  infinity, 

Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 

For  years  and  seasons  as  they  run, 
For  winter  cloud  and  summer  sun, 
For  seed-time  and  the  autumn  store 
In  due  succession  evermore, 
For  flower  and  fruit,  for  herb  and  tree, 
Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 
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For  beauty  and  delight  of  sound, 
That  float  Thy  universe  around ; 
For  carol  of  the  happy  birds, 
For  fall  of  streams,  for  gush  of  birds, 
For  music  of  the  earth  and  sea, 
Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 

For  daily  toil  that  we  endure, 

P"or  labor's  recompense  secure, 

For  wholesome  zest  of  appetite, 

For  food  and  drink,  and  slumbers  light, 

For  vigorous  health  and  pulses  free, 

Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 

For  fellowship  with  human  kind, 
For  pure  emotions  of  the  mind, 
For  Joy,  that  were  not  joy  sincere 
Unless  for  Sorrow's  previous  tear, 
For  Hope,  and  Love,  and  Sympathy, 
Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 

For  Conscience,  and  its  voice  of  awe — 
Thy  whisper  when  we  break  Thy  law, 
For  knowledge  of  Thy  power  divine, 
And  wisdom  mighty  as  benign ; 
For  all  we  are,  and  hope  to  be, 
Lord,  we  are  thankful  unto  Thee. 

CHARLES  MACKAY 


MISUNDERSTOOD  347 

I/O 

WE  THANK  THEE 

For  flowers  that  bloom  about  our  feet ; 
/For  tender  grass,  so  fresh,  so  sweet ; 
/For  song  of  bird,  and  hum  of  bee ; 
For  all  things  fair  we  hear  or  see, — 
Father  in  Heaven,  we  thank  Thee ! 

For  blue  of  stream  and  blue  of  sky; 
For  pleasant  shade  of  branches  high ; 
For  fragrant  air  and  cooling  breeze  ; 
For  beauty  of  the  blooming  trees, — 
Father  in  Heaven,  we  thank  Thee ! 

For  mother-love  and  father-care ; 
For  brothers  strong  and  sisters  fair ; 
For  love  at  home  and  school  each  day ; 
For  guidance  lest  we  go  astray, — 
v  Father  in  Heaven,  we  thank  Thee ! 

ANONYMOUS 

171 
MISUNDERSTOOD 

Could  we  but  draw  back  the  curtains 

That  surround  each  other's  lives, 
See  the  naked  heart  and  spirit, 

Know  what  spur  the  action  gives, 
Often  we  should  find  it  better, 

Purer  than  we  judge  we  should ; 
We  should  love  each  other  better 

If  we  only  understood. 
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Could  we  judge  all  deeds  by  motives, 

See  the  good  and  bad  within, 
Often  we  should  love  the  sinner 

All  the  while  we  loathe  the  sin. 
Could  we  know  the  powers  working 

To  overthrow  integrity, 
We  should  judge  each  other's  errors 

With  more  patient  charity. 

If  we  knew  the  cares  and  trials, 

Knew  the  effort  all  in  vain, 
And  the  bitter  disappointment — 

Understood  the  loss  and  gain — 
Would  the  grim  external  roughness 

Seem,  I  wonder,  just  the  same? 
Should  we  help  where  now  we  hinder? 

Should  we  pity  where  we  blame  ? 

Ah !  we  judge  each  other  harshly, 

Knowing  not  life's  hidden  force ; 
Knowing  not  the  fount  of  action 

Is  less  turbid  at  the  source ; 
Seeing  not  amid  the  evil 

All  the  golden  grains  of  good ; 
Oh,  we'ld  love  each  other  better, 

If  we  only  understood ! 

ANONYMOUS 
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APPEARANCES 

"  We  cannot  trust  appearances,  for  they  oftentimes 

mislead ; 
And   clearest   eyes   wiljfc  sometimes   fail   their  true 

intent  to  read ; 
So  we  should  be  ever  cautious,  and  always  think 

the  best 
Of  everything  that  we  may  see,  and  leave  to  Heaven 

the"  rest." 

Thus  a  father  to  his  children  spake,  one  pleasant 

autumn  night, 
When  in  the  sky  the  clear  half-moon  shone  beautiful 

and  bright ; 
And  then  he  told  this  story,  as  they  sat  beside  his 

knee, 
And   listened,   like   some  little   birds,   so  still   and 

quietly : — 

"  In  the  city  of  Marseilles,  in  France,  an  old  man 

lived  and  died, 
Who  to  himself  with  iron  hand,  life's  comforts  had 

denied ; 

And  thus,  by  hardest  labor  and  abstinence  severe, 
Amassed  a  noble  fortune  when  the  end  of  life  drew 

near. 

"  To  many  of  his  neighbors  a  miser  he  appeared, 
Who  hoarded  up  his  money  with  feelings  cold  and 
seared ; 
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And  at  times  the  people  hooted  him,  when  in  the 

streets  he  went, 
And  wanton  boys  cast  stones  at  him,  not  thinking 

what  it  meant. 

"  How  little  did  those  thoughtless  ones  know  of  the 

human  heart, 
And  why  from  human  sympathy  this  strange  man 

kept  apart ! 
How  little  did  they  know  the  cause  that  made  his 

life  so  strange, 
And  why  his  lot  of  constant  toil  he  never  seemed  to 

change ! 

"  But,  when  he   died,  the  mystery  soon  vanished 

when  they  heard 
This  clause,  which  in  his  will  explained  why  such 

life  had  been  preferred : 
'  From  infancy,  I  have  observed  the  poor  are  ill 

supplied 
With  water  in  Marseilles/  it  said,  '  and  dear  the 

cost  beside. 

"  'And  I  have  labored  cheerfully,  and  all  my  life 

have  striven 
That  this  great  blessing  to  the  poor  may  now  be 

freely  given ; 

And  therefore  I  direct  that  all  my  property  shall  be 
Laid  out  to  build  an  aqueduct  to  bring  the  water 

free/ 
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"  What  noble   self-denial   was   here,   my   children, 

seen ! 
What  generous  self-sacrifice  'neath  that  humble  garb 

and  mien ; 
For  like  a  flash  of  light  these  words  make  all  that 

life  appear, 
As  when  the  midnight  lightning  shows  the  landscape 

far  and  near. 

"  And  its  great  and  noble  purpose  stands  forth  to 
shame  the  thought, 

Whose  littleness  ne'er  comprehends  the  good  in  si- 
lence wrought; 

So,  my  children,  never  fail  to  look  upon  the  brightest 
side, 

Nor  wholly  trust  appearances,  for  they  cannot  safely 
guide." 

JOHN    WESTALL 
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DUTY 

Neglect  in  the  morning  brings  sorrow  at  night ; 
Work  when  you  should  and  your  work  will  be  light ; 
Work  when  you  should  and  all  things  will  be  right. 

Duty  brings  peace,  Hke  the  song  of  a  dove ; 
Duty  is  blossom  whose  rich  fruit  is  love; 
Duty  is  life  to  the  angels  above. 

Think  of  this,  children,  and  do  every  day 

Your  duty,  like  heroes,  at  work  or  at  play; 

This  makes  us  like  angels, — for  this  strive  and  pray. 

JOHN  WESTALL 
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174 
TRUST  IN  GOD  AND  DO  THE  RIGHT 


Courage,  brother,  do  not  stumble, 
Though  thy^SSi  be$!a»  as  night  ; 

There's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble  ;  — 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  .the  right." 

,  Let  the  road  be  rough  and  dreary, 

And  its  end  far  out  of  sight, 
Face  it  bravely,  strong  or  weary! 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

Perish  policy  and  cunning! 

Perish  all  that  fears  the  light  ! 
Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

Trust  no  party,  sect,  or  faction  ; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight  ; 
But  in  every  word  and  action, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

Simple  rule,  and  safest  guiding, 

Inward  peace  and  inward  might, 
Star  upon  our  path  abiding, 

"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight  ; 

Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee, 
"  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

NORMAN   MACLEOD 
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THERE'S  WORK  ENOUGH  TO  DO 

The  blackbird  early  leaves  its  rest 

To  meet  the  smiling  morn, 
And  gather  fragments  for  its  nest, 

From  upland  wood  and  lawn  ; 
The  busy  bee  that  wings  its  way 

'Mid  sweets  of  varied  hue, 
And  every  flower,  would  seem  to  say, 

"  There's  work  enough  to  do." 

The  cowslip  and  the  spreading  vine, 

The  daisy  in  the  grass, 
The  snowdrop  and  the  eglantine, 

Preach  sermons  as  we  pass. 
The  ant,  within  its  cavern  deep, 

Would  bid  us  labor,  too, 
And  writes  upon  his  tiny  heap, 

"  There's  work  enough  to  do." 

Who  then  can  sleep,  when  all  around 

Is  active,  fresh,  and  free? 
Shall  man  —  creation's  lord  —  be  found 

Less  busy  than  the  bee? 
Our  courts  and  alleys  are  the  field, 

If  men  would  search  them  through, 
That  richest  sweets  of  labor  yield, 

And  there's  enough  to  do. 
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To  have  a  heart  for  those  who  weep. 

The  sottish  drunkard  win ; 
To  rescue  all  the  children,  deep 

In  ignorance  and  sin ; 
To  help  the  poor,  the  hungry  feed, 

To  give  him  coat  and  shoe ; 
To  see  that  all  can  write  and  read — 

Is  work  enough  to  do. 

The  time  is  short — the  world  is  wide, 

And  much  has  to  be  done ; 
This  wondrous  earth  and  all  its  pride 

Will  vanish  with  the  sun ! 
The  moments  fly  on  lightning's  wings, 

And  life's  uncertain,  too; 
No  time  to  waste  on  foolish  things — 

"  There's  work  enough  to  do." 

ANONYMOUS 
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BE  TRUE 

Young  friends,  to  whom  life's  early  days 

Are  bright  with  promise  all, 
And  to  whose  view  the  glowing  rays 

Of  hope  unclouded  fall ; 
To  counsel  each  to  choose  the  good, 
Throughout  the  coming  years,  I  would 

A  precept  give  to  you : 
Observe,  if  you  success  would  win, 
The  wealth  of  worth  embodied  in 

Two  little  words :    Be  true. 
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Be  true  to  Right :  let  Justice  still 

Her  even  balance  claim ; 
Unawed,  unbribed,  through  good  or  ill, 

Make  rectitude  your  aim, 
Unswayed  by  prejudice,  your  mind 
Each  day  submitted  claims  will  find 

To  champion  or  deny; 
Then  cast,  according  to  your  light, 
Your  influence  on  the  side  of  right, 

Though  all  the 


Be  true  to  Truth :  the  proudest  name 

That  sterling  worthy  may  win 
Is  soiled  and  tarnished  past  reclaim 

Where  falsehood  enters  in. 
No  gem  that  arduous  toil  may  find 
In  learning's  field,  adorns  the  mind 

Like  truth's  pure  shining  ray ; 
And  from  her  presence  error's  crowds 
Of  worshippers  disperse  like  clouds 

Before  the  rising  day. 

te  true  to  Reason :  let  her  light 

Be  ever  glorified, 
And  make  through  life  her  beacon  bright 

A  fixed,  enduring  guide. 
False  views  of  life  young  faith  may  blind, 
False  creeds  allure  the  youthful  mind 

And  its  adherence  win ; 
But  reason's  steady  light  to  thee 
An  oracle  of  truth  shall  be, — 

A  monitor  within. 
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Be  true  to  Self-Respect :  the  world 

May  judge  thy  motives  wrong, 
And  slander's  poisoned  shafts  be  hurled 

Where  virtue  moves  along ; 
Keep  thou  the  upright  ways  that  find 
Th'approval  of  thine  own  good  mind — 

"  To  thine  own  self  be  true  "  ; 
So  shalt  thou  proudly  walk  erect, 
And  conscious  of  thine  own  respect, 

Make  others'  honor  due. 

These  are  the  virtues,  these  the  ways, 

That  bring  their  own  reward ; 
And  to  observe  them  all  thy  days 

Keep  constant  watch  and  guard. 
He  who  from  these  his  guidance  takes 
Gives  to  the  race  the  hope  that  makes 

The  march  of  man  sublime; 
And  each  good  deed,  each  wrong  withstood, 
Lives  in  its  influence  for  the  good 

Throughout  all  coming  time ! 

ANONYMOUS 
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THE  ELIXIR 

Teach  me,  my  God  and  King, 

In  all  .things  Thee  to  see, 
And  what  I  do  in  anything, 

To  do  it  as  for  Thee. 

****** 

A  servant  with  this  clause 

Makes  drudgery  divine ; 
Who  sweeps  a  room  as  for  Thy  laws, 

Makes  that  and  th'action  fine. 

GEORGE   HERBERT 
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OUR  OWN 

If  I  had  known,  in  the  morning, 

How  wearily  all  the  day 
The  words  unkind  would  trouble  my  mind 

I  spoke  when  you  went  away, 
I  had  been  more  careful,  darling, 

Nor  given  you  needless  pain ; 
But — we  vex  our  own  with  look  and  tone 

We  might  never  take  back  again. 

For  though  in  the  quiet  evening, 
You  may  give  me  the  kiss  of  peace, 

Yet  it  well  might  be  that  never  for  me 
The  pain  of  the  heart  should  cease ! 
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How  many  go  forth  at  morning 

Who  never  come  home  at  night ; 
And  hearts  have  broken  for  harsh  words  spoken 

That  sorrow  can  ne'er  set  right. 

We  have  careful  thought  for  the  stranger, 

And  smiles  for  the  sometime  guest, 
But  oft  for  our  own  the  bitter  tone, 

Though  we  love  our  own  the  best. 
Ah,  lip  with  the  curve  impatient, 

Ah,  brow  with  the  shade  of  scorn, 
'Twere  a  cruel  fate  were  the  night  too  late 

To  undo  the  work  of  the  morn. 

ANONYMOUS 


179 
THE  UPRIGHT  MAN 

The  man  of  life  upright,  whose  guiltless  heart  is 
free 

From  all  dishonest  deeds  and  thoughts  of  vanity ; 

The  man  whose  silent  days  in  harmless  joys  are 
spent, 

Whom  hopes  cannot  delude,  nor  fortune  discontent ; 

That  man  needs  neither  towers  nor  armor  for  de- 
fence, 

Nor  secret  vaults  to  fly  from  thunder's  violence; 

He,  only,  can  behold  with  unaffrighted  eyes 

The  horrors  of  the  deep  and  terrors  of  the  skies ; 
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Thus  scorning  all  the  care  that  fate  or  fortune 
brings, 

He  makes  the  heaven  his  book,  his  wisdom  heavenly 
things ; 

Good  thoughts  his  only  friends,  his  wealth  a  well- 
spent  age, 

The  earth  his  sober  inn  and  quiet  pilgrimage. 

FRANCIS  BACON 
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THE  ANSWER 

"  Allah,  Allah !  "  cried  the  sick  man,  racked  with 

pain  the  long  night  through ; 
Till  with  prayer  his  heart  grew  tender,  till  his  lips 

like  honey  grew. 

But  at   morning  came   the  Tempter ;   said,   "  Call 

louder,  child  of  Pain ! 
See  if  Allah  ever  hears,  or  answers  '  Here  am  I ' 

again." 

Like  a  stab  the  cruel  cavil  through  his  brain  and 

pulses  went ; 
To  his  heart  an  icy  coldness,  to  his  brain  a  darkness 

sent. 

Then  before  him  stands  Elias ;  says?  "  My  child,  why 

thus  dismayed  ? 
Dost  repent  thy  former  fervor?     Is  thy  soul  of 

prayer  afraid  ?  " 
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"  Ah !  "  he  cried,  "  I've  called  so  often ;  never  heard 

the  '  Here  am  I ' ; 
And  I  thought,  God  will  not  pity ;  will  not  turn  on 

me  His  eye." 

Then  the  grave  Elias  answered,  "  God  said,  '  Rise, 

Elias,  go ; 
Speak  to  him,  the  sorely  tempted ;  lift  him  from  his 

gulf  of  woe. 

'  Tell  him  that  his  very  longing  is  itself  an  answer- 
ing cry ; 

That  his  prayer,  "  Come,  gracious  Allah !  "  is  my 
answer,  "  Here  am  I."  '  " 

Every  inmost  aspiration  is  God's  angel  undefiled ; 
And  in  every  "  O  my  Father !  "  slumbers  deep  a 
"Here,  my  child!" 

DSCHELADEDDIN 
Translation  by  Dr.  James  Freeman  Clarke 
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OPPORTUNITY 

This  I  beheld,  or  dreamed  it  in  a  dream  :— 
There  spread  a  cloud  of  dust  along  a  plain ; 
And  underneath  the  cloud,  or  in  it,  raged 
A  furious  battle,  and  men  yelled,  and  swords 
Shocked  upon  swords  and  shields.    A  prince's  ban- 
ner 

Wavered,   then   staggered   backward,   hemmed   by 
foes. 
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A  craven  hung  along  the  battle's  edge, 

And  thought,  "  Had  I  a  sword  of  keener  steel — 

That  blue  blade  that  the  king's  son  bears, — but  this 

Blunt  thing !  "  he  snapt  and  flung  it  from  his  hand, 

And,  lowering,  crept  away,  and  left  the  field. 

Then  came  the  king's  son,  wounded,  sore  bestead, 

And  weaponless,  and  saw  the  broken  sword, 

Plilt-buried  in  the  dry  and  trodden  sand, 

And  ran  and  snatched  it,  and  with  battle-shout 

Lifted  afresh,  he  hewed  the  enemy  down, 

And  saved  a  great  cause  that  heroic  day. 

EDWARD  ROWLAND  SILL 
182 

A  TURKISH  LEGEND 

A  certain  pasha,  dead  five  thousand  years, 
Once  from  his  harem  fled  in  sudden  tears, 

And  had  this  sentence  on  the  city's  gate 
Deeply  engraven,  "  Only  God  is  great." 

So  these  four  words  above  the  city's  noise 
Hung  like  the  accents  of  an  angel's  voice, 

And  evermore  from  the  high  barbican, 
Saluted  each  returning  caravan. 

Lost  is  that  city's  glory.    Every  gust 

Lifts,  with  crisp  leaves,  the  unknown  pasha's  dust, 

And  all  is  ruin,  save  one  wrinkled  gate 
Whereon  is  written,  "  Only  God  is  great." 

THOMAS  BAILEY  ALDRICH 
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NOW 

Rise !  for  the  day  is  passing, 

And  you  lie  dreaming  on ; 
The  others  have  buckled  their  armor 

And  forth  to  fight  have  gone ; 
A  place  in  the  ranks  awaits  you, 

Each  one  has  some  part  to  play — • 
The  past  and  the  future  are  nothing 

In  the  face  of  the  stern  to-day. 

Rise  from  your  dreams  of  the  future, 

Of  gaining  some  hard-fought  field, 
Of  storming  some  air  fortress, 

Of  bidding  some  giant  yield ; 
Your  future  has  deeds  of  glory, 

Of  honor  God  grant  it  may ! 
But  your  arm  will  never  be  stronger, 

Or  the  need  so  great  as  to-day. 

Rise !  if  the  past  detains  you, 

Her  sunshine  and  storms  forget ; 
No  claims  so  unworthy  to  hold  you 

As  those  of  vain  regret ; 
Sad  or  bright,  she  is  lifeless  forever, — 

Cast  her  phantom  arms  away, 
Nor  look  back,  save  to  learn  the  lesson 

Of  a  nobler  strife  to-day. 
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Rise !  for  the  day  is  passing ! 

The  low  sound  that  you  scarcely  hear 
Is  the  enemy  marching  to  battle — 

Arise !  for  the  foe  is  near ! 
Stay  not  to  sharpen  your  weapons, 

Or  the  hour  will  strike  at  last, 
When  from  dreams  of  a  coming  battle, 

You  will  wake  to  find  it  past. 

ADELAIDE  ANN  PROCTOR 
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RANSOM 

All  men  must  give  some  hostage  unto  Fate 
For  this  strange  boon  of  living.    Blest  is  he 
Who  with  poor  loss  of  gold  or  land  is  free ; 

Nor  yet  unhappy  is  his  fair  estate 

On  whom  kind  Death  all  tenderly  doth  wait 
To  take  his  treasure.     Larger  swells  the  fee 
He  counts  to  Fortune  from  whom  Love  doth  flee, 

Or  change  unto  the  scowling  brows  of  Hate. 
More  sad,  alas !  his  deeply  mournful  lot 
Whose  hand  the  clasp  of  Friendship  hath  forgot ; 

But  costliest  price  of  all  the  soul  must  pay, 

Which  for  some  lure  of  earthly  power  or  pride 
Hath  cast  its  heritage  of  Heaven  aside, 

And  for  such  gaud  hath  given  itself  away. 

MARY  ELIZABETH  BLAKE 
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A  NAME  IN  THE  SAND 

Alone  I  walked  the  ocean  strand, 
A  pearly  shell  was  in  my  hand ; 
I  stooped,  and  wrote  upon  the  sand 

My  name,  the  year,  the  day. 
As  onward  from  the  spot  I  passed, 
One  lingering  look  behind  I  cast, — 
A  wave  came  rolling  high  and  fast, 

And  washed  my  lines  away. 

And  so,  methought,  'twill  shortly  be 
With  every  mark  on  earth  from  me ; 
A  wave  of  dark  oblivion's  sea 

Will  sweep  across  the  place 
Where  I  have  trod  the  sandy  shore 
Of  time,  and  been,  to  be  no  more ; 
Of  me,  my  frame,  the  name  I  bore, 

To  leave  no  track  nor  trace. 

And  yet,  with  Him  who  counts  the  sands, 
And  holds  the  waters  in  His  hands, 
I  know  a  lasting  record  stands 

Inscribed  against  my  name ; 
Of  all  this  mortal  part  has  wrought, 
Of  all  this  thinking  soul  has  thought, 
And  from  these  fleeting  moments  caught 

For  glory  or  for  shame. 

HANNAH  FLAGG  GOULD 
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DIFFERENT  MINDS 

Some  murmur  when  their  sky  is  clear 

And  wholly  bright  to  view, 
If  one  small  speck  of  dark  appear 

In  their  great  heaven  of  blue ; 
And  some  with  thankful  love  are  filled 

If  but  one  streak  of  light, 
One  ray  of  God's  good  mercy,  gild 

The  darkness  of  their  night. 

In  palaces  are  hearts  that  ask 

In  discontent  and  pride, 
Why  life  is  such  a  dreary  task, 

And  all  good  things  denied ; 
And  hearts  in  poorest  huts  admire 

How  Love  has,  in  their  aid 
(Love  that  not  ever  seems  to  tire), 

Such  rich  provision  made. 

RICHARD  CHEVENIX  TRENCH 
I87 

THE  CAMEL'S  NOSE 

Once  in  his  shop  a  workman  wrought, 
With  languid  head  and  listless  thought, 
When,  through  the  open  window's  space, 
Behold !  a  camel  thrust  his  face ! 
"  My  nose  is  cold,^  he  meekly  cried ; 
"  Oh,  let  me  warm  it  by  thy  side !  " 
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Since  no  denial  word  was  said, 

In  came  the  nose,  in  came  the  head ; 

And  sure  as  sermon  follows  text, 

The  long  and  scraggy  neck  came  next ; 

And  then,  as  falls  the  threatening  storm, 

In  leaped  the  whole  ungainly  form. 

Aghast  the  owner  gazed  around, 
And  on  the  rude  invader  frowned; 
Convinced  as  closer  still  he  pressed, 
There  was  no  room  for  such  a  guest; 
Yet,  more  astonished,  heard  him  say, 
"  If  thou  art  troubled,  go  away, 
For  in  this  place  I  choose  to  stay." 

O  youthful  hearts  to  gladness  born, 
Treat  not  this  Arab  lore  with  scorn ! 
To  evil  habits'  earliest  wile, 
Lend  neither  ear,  nor  glance,  nor  smile ; 
Choke  the  dark  fountain  ere  it  flows, 
Nor  e'en  admit  the  camel's  nose ! 

LYDIA  H.  SIGOURNEY 
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SUPPOSE 

Suppose  the  little  cowslip 
Should  hang  its  golden  cup, 

And  say,  "  I'm  such  a  tiny  flower, 
I'd  better  not  grow  up  " ; 
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How  many  a  weary  traveller 

Would  miss  its  fragrant  smell, 
And  many  a  little  child  would  grieve 

To  miss  it  from  the  dell. 

Suppose  the  little  breezes 

Upon  a  summer's  day, 
Should  think  themselves  too  small  to  cool 

The  traveller  on  his  way ; 
Who  would  not  miss  the  smallest 

And  softest  ones  that  blow, 
And  think  they  made  a  great  mistake 

If  they  were  talking  so? 

Suppose  the  little  dew-drop 

Upon  the  grass  should  say, 
"  Wliat  can  a  little  dew-drop  do  ? 

I'd  better  roll  away." 
The  blade  on  which  it  rested, 

Before  the  day  was  done, 
Without  a  drop  to  moisten  it, 

Would  wither  in  the  sun. 

How  many  deeds  of  kindness 

A  little  child  can  do, 
Although  it  has  but  little  strength, 

And  little  wisdom,  too ! 
It  wants  a  loving  spirit 

Much  more  than  strength,  to  prove 
How  many  things  a  child  may  do 

For  others,  by  its  love. 

ANONYMOUS 
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EVERY  LITTLE  HELPS 

Suppose  a  little  twinkling  star, 

Away  in  yonder  sky, 
Should  say,  "  What  light  can  reach  so  far 

From  such  a  star  as  I? 
-  Not  many  rays  of  mine  so  far 

As  yonder  earth  can  fall ; 
The  others  so  much  brighter  are, 

I  will  not  shine  at  all." 

Suppose  a  bright-green  leaf  that  grows 

Upon  the  rose-bush  near, 
Should  say,  "  Because  I'm  not  a  rose, 

I  will  not  linger  here." 
Or  that  a  dew-drop,  fresh  and  bright 

Upon  that  fragrant  flower, 
Should  say,  "  I'll  vanish  out  of  sight, 

Because  I'm  not  a  shower." 

Suppose  a  little  child  should  say, 

"  Because  I'm  not  a  man, 
I  will  not  try,  in  word  or  play, 

To  do  what  good  I  can." 
Dear  child,  each  star  some  light  can  give, 

Though  gleaming  faintly  there; 
Each  rose-leaf  helps  the  plant  to  live; 

Each  dew-drop  keeps  it  fair. 
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And  our  good  Father,  who's  in  Heaven, 

And  doth  all  creatures  view, 
To  every  little  child  has  given 

Some  needful  work  to  do. 
Kind  deeds  towards  those  with  whom  you  live, 

Kind  words  and  actions  right, 
Shall,  'mid  the  world's  worst  darkness,  give 

A  little  precious  light. 

ANONYMOUS 
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SUPPOSE 

Suppose,  my  little  lady, 

Your  doll  should  break  her  head ; 
Could  you  make  it  whole  by  crying 

Till  your  eyes  and  nose  were  red? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  pleasanter 

To  treat  it  as  a  joke, 
And  say  you're  glad  'twas  Dolly's, 

And  not  your  head,  that  broke? 

Suppose  you're  dressed  for  walking, 

And  the  rain  comes  pouring  down, 
Will  it  clear  up  any  sooner 

Because  you  scold  and  frown? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  nicer 

For  you  to  smile  than  pout, 
And  so  make  sunshine  in  the  house 

When  there  is  none  without? 

24 
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Suppose  your  task,  my  little  man, 

Is  very  hard  to  get, 
Will  it  make  it  any  easier 

For  you  to  sit  and  fret  ? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  wiser 

Than  waiting  like  a  dunce, 
To  go  to  work  in  earnest, 

And  learn  the  thing  at  once? 

Suppose  that  some  boys  have  a  horse, 

And  some  a  coach  and  pair, 
Will  it  tire  you  less  while  walking 

To  say  it  isn't  fair? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  nobler 

To  keep  your  temper  sweet, 
And  in  your  heart  be  thankful 

You  can  walk  upon  your  feet? 

And  suppose  the  world  don't  please  you, 

Nor  the  way  some  people  do, 
Do  you  think  the  whole  creation 

Wrill  be  altered  just  for  you? 
And  isn't  it,  my  boy  or  girl, 

The  wisest,  bravest  plan, 
Whatever  comes,  or  doesn't  come, 

To  do  the  best  you  can  ? 

PHOEBE  GARY 
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ALL  THINGS  BRIGHT  AND  BEAUTIFUL 

All  things  bright  and  beautiful, 
All  creatures  great  and  small, 

All  things  wise  and  wonderful, 
The  Lord  God  made  them  all. 

Each  little  flower  that  opens, 

Each  little  bird  that  sings, 
He  made  their  glowing  colors, 

He  made  their  .tiny  wings. 

The  rich  man  in  his  castle, 

The  poor  man  at  his  gate, 
God  made  them,  high  or  lowly, 

And  ordered  their  estate. 

The  purple-headed  mountain, 

The  river  running  by, 
The  sunset,  and  the  morning 

That  brightens  up  the  sky. 

The  cold  wind  in  the  winter, 

The  pleasant  summer  sun, 
The  ripe  fruits  in  .the  garden,  — 

He  made  them,  every  one. 

The  .tall  trees  in  the  greenwood, 
The  meadows  where  we  play, 

The  rushes  by  the  water 
We  gather  every  day;  — 
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He  gave  us  eyes  to  see  them, 

And  lips  that  we  might  tell 
How  great  is  God  Almighty 

Who  hath  made  all  things  well ! 

CECIL  F.  ALEXANDER 
192 

THE  CREATION 

Come,  child,  look  upward  to  the  sky, 

The  sun  and  moon  behold ! 
Th'expanse  of  stars  that  sparkle  high 

Like  specks  of  living  gold. 

Come,  child,  and  now  behold  the  earth 

In  varied  beauty  stand ; 
The  product  view  of  six  days*  work, — 

How  wondrous  and  how  grand. 

The  fields,  the  meadows,  and  the  plain, 

The  little  laughing  hills ; 
The  waters,  too,  the  mighty  main, 

The  rivers  and  the  rills. 

Come,  then,  behold  them  all  and  say, 

How  came  these  things  to  be, 
That  stand  in  view,  whichever  way 

You  turn  yourself  to  see? 

'Twas  God  who  made  the  earth  and  sea, — 

To  whom  the  angels  bow; 
That  God  who  made  both  you  and  me — 

That  God  who  sees  us  now. 

ANN   TAYLOR 
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THE  WAY  TO  BE  HAPPY 

How  pleasant  it  is,  at  the  end  of  the  day, 

No  follies  to  have  to  repent, 
But  reflect  on  the  past,  and  be  able  to  say : 

My  time  has  been  properly  spent ! 

When  I've  finished  my  task  with  all  patience  and 
care, 

And  been  good,  and  obliging,  and  kind, 
I  lie  on  my  pillow  and  sleep  away  there 

With  a  happy  and  peaceable  mind. 

Instead  of  all  this,  if  it  must  be  confest 

That  I  careless  and  idle  have  been, 
I  lie  down  as  usual,  and  go  to  my  rest, 

But  feel  discontented  within. 

Then,  as  I  dislike  all  the  trouble  I've  had, 

In  future  I'll  try  to  prevent  it, 
For  I  never  am  naughty  without  being  sad, 

Or  good  without  being  contented. 

JANE  TAYLOR 
194 

FORBEARANCE 

Why  should  we  pluck  the  dewy  rose 

That  scents  the  early  morn, 
Or  strive  to  snare  the  happy  bird 

That  warbles  on  the  thorn? 
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We'll  leave  the  flower  to  woo  the  sun, 

The  free  bird  in  the  air ; 
And  walk  through  pleasures,  grasping  none, 

Repaid  if  we  forbear. 

When  scorners  scorn,  or  foes  revile, 

Or  friends  look  dark  and  shy, 
We'll  neither  give  them  scorn  for  scorn, 

Nor  pass  them  coldly  by ; 
Well  check  the  storm  of  rising  pride, 

And  keep  a  temper  fair, — 
Warned  by  the  Angel  at  our  side, 

That  whispers  to  forbear. 

And  should  the  foe  who  did  us  wrong 

Lie  powerless  in  our  hands, 
We'll  think  no  more  of  evil  done, 

To  shame  him  where  he  stands ; 
We'll  strive  to  act  a  nobler  part, — 

We'll  pity — hear,  and  spare ; — 
And  win  an  entrance  to  his  heart 

By  all  that  we  forbear. 

CHARLES    MACKAY 
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Who  showed  .the  little  ant  the  way 

Her  narrow  hole  to  bore, 
And  spend  the  pleasant  summer  day 

In  laying  up  her  store? 
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The  sparrow  builds  her  clever  nest, 

Of  wool,  and  hay,  and  moss ; 
Who  told  her  how  to  weave  it  best 

And  lay  the  twigs  across  ? 

Who  taught  the  busy  bee  to  fly 

Among  the  sweetest  flowers, 
And  lay  his  feast  of  honey  by 

To  eat  in  winter  hours  ? 

Twas  God  who  showed  them  all  the  way, 

And  gave  their  little  skill, 
And  teaches  children,  if  they  pray, 

To  do  His  holy  will. 

ANN  TAYLOR 
196 

THE  WONDERFUL  WORLD 

Great,  wide,  beautiful,  wonderful  world, 
With  the  wonderful  water  round  you  curled, 
And  the  wonderful  grass  upon  your  breast, 
World,  you  are  beautifully  drest. 

The  wonderful  air  is  over  me, 
And  the  wonderful  wind  is  shaking  the  tree — 
It  walks  on  the  water,  and  whirls  the  mills, 
And  talks  to  itself  on  the  top  of  the  hills. 

You  friendly  Earth,  how  far  do  you  go, 

With  the  wheat-fields  that  nod,  and  the  rivers  that 

flow, 

With  cities  and  gardens  and  cliffs  and  isles, 
And  people  upon  you  for  thousands  of  miles  ? 
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Ah!  you  are  so  great,  and  I  am  so  small, 
I  hardly  can  think  of  you,  World,  at  all ; 
And  yet,  when  I  said  my  prayers  to-day, 
My  mother  kissed  me,  and  said,  quite  gay, 

"  If  the  wonderful  World  is  great  to  you, 

And  great  to  father  and  mother,  too, 

You  are  more  than  the  Earth,  though  you  are  such 

a  dot ! 
You  can  love  and  think,  and  the  Earth  cannot !  " 

WILLIAM   BRIGHTY   RANDS 
197 

BE  GOOD 

What  says  the  Lark, 

As  it  mounts  on  high, 
Singing  sweet  songs 

In  the  bright  morning  sky  ? 
What  says  the  Linnet 

That  sings  in  the  wood  ? 
Let  us  listen,  dear  children ! — 

"  Oh,  try  to  be  good  !  " 

What  says  the  River, 

So  noble  and  grand, 
Rolling  majestically 

Throughout  the  broad  land? 
What  says  the  Rose 

As  it  springs  from  the  bud? 
Let  us  listen,  dear  children ! — 

"  Oh,  try  to  be  good !  " 
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What  says  the  Bee, 

That  musical  rover, 
Humming  old  songs 

In  the  rich,  purple  clover? 
What  says  the  Oak 

That  long  ages  has  stood  ? 
Let  us  listen,  dear  children  !— 

"  Oh,  try  to  be  good !  " 

What  says  the  Violet, 

Dear  child  of  the  Spring, 
With  petals  as  rich 

As  the  robe  of  a  king? 
What  says  the  Snow-flake 

That  melts  in  the  flood  ? 
Let  us  listen,  dear  children  !— 

"  Oh,  try  to  be  good !  " 

Yes,  that  is  the  song 

Which  each  beautiful  thing 
Is  sent  by  our  Father 

In  Heaven  to  sing ; 
To  teach  us  to  act 

As  all  mortals  should : 
Let  us  listen,  dear  children ! — 

"  Oh,  try  to  be  good !  " 

JOHN    WESTALL 
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ADVICE  TO  THE  YOUNG 

My  son,  be  this  thy  simple  plan: 
Serve  God,  and  love  thy  brother  man ; 
Forget  not,  in  temptation's  hour, 
That  sin  lends  sorrow  double  power ; 
Count  life  a  stage  upon  thy  way, 
"   And  follow  conscience,  come  what  may ; 
Alike  with  earth  and  Heaven  sincere, 
With  hand  and  brow  and  bosom  clear, 
"  Fear  God,  and  know  no  other  fear." 

ANONYMOUS 
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MY  TIME  TABLE 

Sixty  seconds  make  a  minute ; 
How  much  good  can  I  do  in  it? 
Sixty  minutes  make  an  hour; 
All  the  good  that's  in  my  power. 
Twenty  hours  and  four,  a  day ; 
Time  for  sleep  and  work  and  play. 
Days,  three  hundred  sixty-five, 
Make  a  year  for  me  to  strive 
Right  good  things  each  day  to  do, 
That  I  wise  may  grow  and  true. 

ANONYMOUS 
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WHAT  TIME  IS  IT? 

What  time  is  it? 
Time  to  do  well ; 

Time  to  live  better ; 

Give  up  that  grudge ; 

Answer  that  letter ; 

Speak  that  kind  word,  to  sweeten  a  sorrow ; 
Do  that  good  deed  you  would  leave  till  to-morrow. 
Time  to  try  hard 

In  that  new  situation ; 
Time  to  build  up 

A  solid  foundation. 

Giving-  up  needlessly  changing  and  drifting, 
Leaving  the  quicksands  that  ever  are  shifting. 

What  time  is  it  ? 
Time  to  be  earnest, 

Laying  up  treasure ; 
Time  to  be  thoughtful, 

Choosing  true  pleasure ; 
Loving  stern  justice — of  truth  being  fond ; 
Making  your  word  just  as  good  as  your  bond. 
Time  to  be  happy, 

Doing  your  best ; 

Time  to  be  trustful, 

Leaving  the  rest ; 

Knowing  in  whatever  country  or  clime, 
Ne'er  can  we  call  back  one  minute  of  time. 

ANONYMOUS 
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A  SHORT  SERMON 

Children  who  read  my  lay, 
This  much  I  have  to  say: 
Each  day,  and  every  day, 

Do  what  is  right ! 
Right  things  in  great  and  small, 
Then,  though  the  sky  should  fall, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  all, 

You  shall  have  light ! 

This  further  I  would  say: 
Be  you  tempted  as  you  may, 
Each  day,  and  every  day, 

Speak  what  is  true! 
True  things  in  great  and  small, 
Then,  though  the  sky  should  fall, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  and  all, 

Heaven  would  show  through ! 

Life's  journey,  through  and  through, 
Speak  what  is  just  and  true; 
Do  what  is  right  to  do, 

Unto  one  and  all ; 
When  you  work  and  when  you  play, 
Each  day,  and  every  day, 
Then  peace  shall  gild  your  way, 

Though  the  sky  should  fall. 

ALICE  GARY 
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KINDNESS  TO  ANIMALS 

Turn,  turn  the  hasty  foot  aside, 

Nor  crush  the  helpless  worm ; 
The  frame  thy  wayward  looks  deride 

Required  a  God  to  form. 

The  common  Lord  of  all  that  move, 
From  whence  thy  being  flowed, 

A  portion  of  His  boundless  love 
On  that  poor  worm  bestowed. 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  stars,  He  made 

To  all  His  creatures  free ; 
And  spread  o'er  earth  the  grassy  blade 

For  worms  as  well  as  thee. 

Let  them  enjoy  their  little  day, 

Their  lowly  bliss  receive ; 
Oh !  do  not  lightly  take  away 

The  life  thou  canst  not  give. 

THOMAS   GISBORNE 
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LOVELINESS 

Once  I  knew  a  little  girl, 

Very  plain ; 
You  might  try  her  hair  to  curl 

All  in  vain ; 

On  her  cheek  no  tint  of  rose 
Paled  and  blushed,  or  sought  repose ; 

She  was  plain. 
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But  the  thoughts  that  through  her  brain 

Came  and  went, 
As  a  recompense  for  pain, 

Angels  sent ; 

So  full  many  a  beauteous  thing, 
In  her  young  soul  blossoming, 

Gave  content. 

Every  thought  was  full  of  grace, 

Pure  and  true ; 
And  in  time  the  homely  face 

Lovelier  grew ; 

With  a  heavenly  radiance  bright, 
From  the  soul's  reflected  light 

Shining  through. 

So  I  tell  you,  little  child, 

Plain  or  poor, 
If  your  thoughts  are  undefiled, 

You  are  sure 

Of  the  loveliness  of  worth ; 
And  this  beauty,  not  of  earth, 

Will  endure. 

MARIA  LACEY 
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THE  CALL  OF  THE  FLOWERS  AND  BIRDS 

Lo !  the  lilies  of  the  field, 

How  their  leaves  instruction  yield ! 

Hark  to  Nature's  lesson  given 

By  the  blessed  birds  of  heaven ! 

Every  bush  and  tufted  tree 

Warbles  sweet  philosophy: 

"  Children,  fly  from  doubt  and  sorrow ; 

God  provideth  for  the  morrow !  " 

Say,  with  richer  crimson  glows 
The  kingly  mantle  than  the  rose  ? 
Say,  have  kings  more  wholesome  fare 
Than  we  poor  citizens  of  air? 
Barns  nor  hoarded  grain  have  we, 
Yet  we  carol  merrily : 
"  Children,  fly  from  doubt  and  sorrow ; 
God  provideth  for  the  morrow !  " 

One  there  lives  whose  guardian  eye 
Guides  our  humble  destiny ; 
One  there  lives  who,  Lord  of  all, 
Keeps  His  creatures  lest  they  fall. 
Pass  we  blithely  then  the  time, 
Fearless  of  the  snare  and  lime ; 
Free  from  doubt  and  faithless  sorrow ; 
God  provideth  for  the  morrow. 

REGINALD  HEBER 
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DON'T  FRET 

Has  a  neighbor  injured  you? 

Don't  fret ; 

You  will  yet  come  off  the  best; 
He's  the  most  to  answer  for ; 
„     Never  mind  it,  let  it  rest ; 
Don't  fret. 

Has  a  wicked  lie  been  told? 

Don't  fret ; 

It  will  run  itself  to  death 
If  you  let  it  quite  alone; 

It  will  die  for  want  of  breath ; 
Don't  fret. 

Are  your  enemies  at  work? 

Don't  fret ; 

They  can't  injure  you  a  whit. 
If  they  find  you  heed  them  not, 
They  will  soon  be  glad  to  quit ; 
Don't  fret. 

Is  adversity  your  lot? 

Don't  fret ; 

Fortune's  wheel  keeps  turning  round; 
Every  spoke  will  reach  the  top, 
Which,  like  you,  is  going  down. 
Don't  fret. 

ANONYMOUS 
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206 
LET  IT  PASS 

Be  not  swift  to  take  offence ; 

Let  it  pass! 
Anger  is  a  foe  .to  sense ; 

Let  it  pass! 

Brood  not  darkly  o'er  a  wrong 
Which  will  disappear  ere  long; 
Rather  sing  this  cheery  song: 

Let  it  pass ! 

Let  it  pass ! 

Strife  corrodes  the  purest  mind ; 

Let  it  pass ! 
As  the  unregarded  wind, 

Let  it  pass ! 

Any  vulgar  souls  that  live 
May  condemn  without  reprieve; 
'Tis  the  noble  who  forgive; 

Let  it  pass ! 

Let  it  pass ! 

Echo  not  an  angry  word ; 

Let  it  pass! 
Think  how  often  you  have  erred ; 

Let  it  pass ! 

Since  our  joys  must  pass  away 
Like  the  dew-drops  on  the  way, 
Wherefore  should  our  sorrows  stay  ? 

Let  it  pass ! 

Let  it  pass ! 

25 
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If  for  good  you've  taken  ill, 

Let  it  pass ! 
O  be  kind  and  gentle  still ; 

Let  it  pass ! 

Time  at  last  makes  all  things  straight ; 
Let  us  not  resent,  but  wait, 
And  our  triumph  will  be  great ; 

Let  it  pass ! 

Let  it  pass ! 

Bid  your  anger  to  depart ; 

Let  it  pass ! 
Lay  these  homely  words  to  heart, 

Let  it  pass ! 

Follow  not  the  giddy  throng ; 
Better  to  be  wronged  than  wrong ; 
Therefore  sing  this  cheery  song, 

Let  it  pass ! 

Let  it  pass ! 

ANONYMOUS 

207 
BE  CAREFUL 

In  speaking  of  a  person's  faults, 

Pray,  don't  forget  your  own; 
Remember,  those  with  "  homes  of  glass  " 

Should  never  throw  a  stone. 
If  we  have  nothing  else  to  do 

But  talk  of  those  who  sin, 
'Tis  better  we  should  think  of  home, 

And  from  that  point  begin. 
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We  have  no  right  to  judge  a  man 

Until  he's  fairly  tried; 
Should  we  not  like  his  company, 

We  know  the  world  is  wide. 
Some  may  have  faults — ah,  who  has  not? 

The  old  as  well  as  young; 
Perhaps  we  may,  for  aught  we  know, 

Have  fifty  to  his  one. 

I'll  tell  you  of  a  better  plan, — 

I  find  it  works  quite  well ; 
I  try  my  own  defects  to  cure 

Ere  I  of  others'  tell ; 
And,  though  I  sometimes  hope  to  be 

No  worse  than  some  I  know, 
My  own  shortcomings  bid  me  let 

The  faults  of  others  go. 

Then  let  us  all,  when  we  commence 

To  slander  friend  or  foe, 
Think  of  the  harm  that  we  may  do 

To  those  we  little  know. 
Remember,  curses  sometimes,  like 

Our  chickens,  "  roost  at  home  "  ; 
Don't  speak  of  others'  faults  until 

You  have  none  of  your  own. 

ANONYMOUS 
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A  GOOD  RULE 

If  you  are  tempted  to  reveal 

A  tale  someone  to  you  has  told 
About  another,  may  it  pass, 

Before  you  speak,  three  gates  of  gold. 

Three  narrow  gates — first,  "  Is  it  true  ?  " 
Then,  "  Is  it  needful  ?  "     In  your  mind 

Give  truthful  answer;  and  the  next 
Is  last  and  narrowest,  "  Is  it  kind?" 

And  if  to  reach  your  lips  at  last 

It  passes  through  these  gateways  three, 

Then  you  may  tell  the  tale,  nor  fear 
What  the  result  of  speech  may  be. 

ANONYMOUS 
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SPEAK  NO  ILL 

Nay,  speak  no  ill ! — a  kindly  word 

Can  never  leave  a  sting  behind, 
And  oh !  to  breathe  each  tale  weVe  heard 

Is  far  beneath  a  noble  mind. 
Full  oft  a  better  seed  is  sown 

By  choosing  thus  the  kinder  plan  ; 
For,  if  but  little  good  be  known, 

Still  let  us  speak  the  best  we  can. 
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Give  me  the  heart  that  fain  would  hide — 

Would  fain  another's  fault  efface; 
How  can  it  pleasure  human  pride 

To  prove  humanity  but  base  ? 
No ;  let  us  reach  a  higher  mood, 

A  nobler  estimate  of  man ; 
Be  earnest  in  the  search  for  good, 

And  speak  of  all  the  best  we  can. 

Then  speak  no  ill — but  lenient  be 

To  others'  failings  as  your  own  ; 
If  you're  the  first  a  fault  to  see, 

Be  not  the  first  to  make  it  known. 
For  life  is  but  a  passing  day, 

No  lip  can  tell  how  brief  its  span; 
Then,  oh,  the  little  time  we  stay, 

Let's  speak  of  all  the  best  we  can. 

CHARLES  SWAIN 
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LITTLE  AT  FIRST,  BUT  GREAT  AT  LAST 

A  traveller,  through  a  dusty  road, 

Strew'd  acorns  on  the  lea; 
And  one  took  root,  and  sprouted  up, 

And  grew  into  a  tree. 
Love  sought  its  shade  at  evening  time, 

To  breathe  its  early  vows, 
And  Age  was  pleased,  in  heats  of  noons, 

To  bask  beneath  its  boughs. 
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The  dormouse  loved  its  dangling  twigs, 
The  birds  sweet  music  bore; — 

It  stood  a  glory  in  its  place, 
A  blessing  evermore. 

A  little  spring  had  lost  its  way 

Amid  the  grass  and  fern; 
A  passing  stranger  scoop'd  a  well, 

Where  weary  men  might  turn ; 
He  wall'd  it  in,  and  hung  with  care 

A  ladle  at  the  brink, — 
He  thought  not  of  the  deed  he  did, 

But  judged  that  toil  might  drink. 
He  pass'd  again,  and  lo !  the  well, 

By  summers  never  dried, 
Had  cool'd  ten  thousand  parching  tongues, 

And  saved  a  life  beside. 

A  dreamer  dropped  a  random  thought, 

'Twas  old  and  yet  'twas  new, — 
A  simple  fancy  of  the  brain, 

But  strong  in  being  true ; 
It  shone  upon  a  genial  mind, 

And  lo !  its  light  became 
A  lamp  of  life,  a  beacon  ray, 

A  monitory  flame. 
The  thought  was  small — its  issue  great: 

A  watch-fire  on  the  hill, 
It  sheds  its  radiance  far  adown, 

And  cheers  the  valley  still. 
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A  nameless  man,  amid  a  crowd 

That  thronged  the  daily  mart, 
Let  fall  a  word  of  Hope  and  Love, 

Unstudied  from  the  heart; 
A  whisper  on  the  tumult  thrown — 

A  transitory  breath — 
It  raised  a  brother  from  the  dust, — 

It  saved  a  soul  from  death. 
O  germ !     O  fount !     O  word  of  Love ! 

O  thought  at  random  cast ! 
Ye  were  but  little  at  the  first, 

But  mighty  at  the  last ! 

CHARLES    MACKAY 
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LITTLE  DEEDS 

Not  mighty  deeds  make  up  the  sum 

Of  happiness  below; 
But  little  acts  of  kindliness 

Which  any  child  may  show. 

A  merry  sound  to  cheer  the  babe, 
And  tell  a  friend  is  near; 

A  word  of  ready  sympathy 
To  dry  the  childish  tear. 

A  glass  of  water  timely  brought ; 

An  offered  easy-chair; 
A  turning  of  the  window-blind, 

That  all  may  feel  the  air. 
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An  early  flower  unasked  bestowed ; 

A  light  and  cautious  tread ; 
A  voice  to  gentlest  whisper  hushed 

To  spare  the  aching  head. 

Oh!  deeds  like  these,  though  little  things, 

Yet  purest  love  disclose, 
As  fragrant  perfume  on  the  air 

Reveals  the  hidden  rose. 

ANONYMOUS 
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NOTHING  IS  LOST 

Nothing  is  lost:  the  drop  of  dew 

Which  trembles  on  the  leaf  or  flower, 
Is  but  exhaled  to  fall  anew 

In  summer's  thunder-shower; 
Perchance  to  shine  within  the  bow 

That  fronts  the  sun  at  fall  of  day ; 
Perchance  to  sparkle  in  the  flow 

Of  fountains  far  away. 

Nothing  is  lost :  the  tiniest  seed 

By  wild  birds  borne  or  breezes  blown, 
Finds  something  suited  to  its  need, 

Wherein  'tis  sown  and  grown. 
The  language  of  some  household  song, 

The  perfume  of  some  cherished  flower, 
Though  gone  from  outward  sense,  belong 

To  memory's  after-hour. 
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So  with  our  words :  or  harsh  or  kind, 

Uttered,  they  are  not  all  forgot; 
They  have  their  influence  on  the  mind, 

Pass  on — but  perish  not. 
So  with  our  deeds :  for  good  or  ill, 

They  have  their  pow'r  scarce  understood ; 
Then  let  us  use  our  better  will 

To  make  them  rife  with  good. 

ANONYMOUS 
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DEAR  CHILDREN,  WHEN  THEY  GO  TO 
BED 

Dear  children,  when  they  go  to  bed, 

Should  fold  their  hands  in  prayer, 
And  place  themselves  and  all  they  love 

In  God  Almighty's  care; 
Then  they  may  sleep  secure  and  still, 

Through  hours  of  darksome  night, 
And  with  the  pretty  daisy  wake 

In  cheerful  morning  light. 

ANONYMOUS 
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SMALL  THINGS 


One  little  grain  in  the  sandy  bars, 
One  little  flower  in  a  field  of  flowers, 

One  little  star  in  a  heaven  of  stars, 
One  little  hour  in  a  year  of  hours — 

What  if  it  makes  or  what  if  it  mars  ? 

But  the  bar  is  built  of  the  little  grains, 

And  the  little  flowers  make  the  meadows  gay, 

And  the  little  stars  light  the  heavenly  plains, 
And  the  little  hours  of  each  little  day 

Give  to  us  all  that  life  contains. 

ANONYMOUS 
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SMALL  THINGS 

II 

A  little  word  in  kindness  spoken, 

A  motion,  or  a  tear, 
Has  often  healed  a  heart  that's  broken, 

And  made  a  friend  sincere. 

A  word,  a  look,  has  crushed  to  earth 
Full  many  a  budding  flower, 

Which,  had  a  smile  but  graced  its  birth, 
Would  bless  life's  darkest  hour. 
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Then  deem  it  not  an  idle  thing 

A  pleasant  word  to  speak ; 
The  face  you  wear,  the  thoughts  you  bring, 

A  heart  may  heal  or  break. 

ANONYMOUS 
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TO-DAY 

So  here  hath  been  dawning 

Another  blue  day ; 
Think,  wilt  thou  let  it 

Slip  useless  away? 

Out  of  Eternity 

This  new  day  is  born; 
Into  Eternity, 

At  night,  will  return. 

Behold  it  aforetime 

No  eye  ever  did ; 
So  soon  it  forever 

From  all  eyes  is  hid. 

Here  hath  been  dawning 

Another  blue  day; 
Think,  wilt  thou  let  it 

Slip  useless  away? 

THOMAS  CARLYLE 
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A  CHILD'S  THOUGHT  OF  GOD 

They  say  that  God  lives  very  high ! 

But  if  you  look  above  the  pines 
You  cannot  see  our  God.     And  why? 

And  if  you  dig  down  in  the  mines, 
You  never  see  Him  in  the  gold, 
Though  from  Him  all  that's  glory  shines. 

God  is  so  good,  He  wears  a  fold 

Of  Heaven  and  earth  across  His  face — 
Like  secrets  kept  for  love  untold. 

But  still  I  feel  that  His  embrace 

Slides  down  by  thrills,  through  all  things  made, 
Through  sight  and  sound  of  every  place; 

As  if  my  tender  mother  laid 

On  my  shut  lids  her  kisses'  pressure, 
Half  waking  me  at  night,  and  said, 

"  Who    kissed     you    through    the    dark,     dear 


guesser  ? ' 


ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING 
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EVENING  HYMN 

God  that  madest  Earth  and  Heaven, 

Darkness  and  light! 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 

For  rest  the  night ! 
May  Thine  angel  guards  defend  us, 
Slumber  sweet  Thy  mercy  send  us, 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us 

This  livelong  night! 

REGINALD  HEBE* 
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LITTLE  BY  LITTLE 

One  step  and  then  another,  and  the  longest  walk  is 

ended ; 
One  stitch  and  then  another,  and  the  widest  rent  is 

mended ; 
One  brick  upon  another,  and  the  highest  wall  is 

made; 
One  flake  upon  another,  and  the  deepest  snow  is 

laid. 
Then  do  not  frown  or  murmur  at  the  work  you  have 

to  do, 
Or  say  that  such  a  mighty  task  you  never  can  get 

through ; 
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But  just  endeavor,  day  by  day,  another  point  to 

gain, 
And  soon  the  mountain  that  you  feared  will  prove 

to  bev  a  plain. 

ANONYMOUS 
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BOYS  WANTED 

Boys  of  spirit,  boys  of  will, 

Boys  of  muscle,  brain,  and  power, 

Fit  to  cope  with  anything, 
These  are  wanted  every  hour. 

Not  the  weak  and  whining  drones 

Who  all  troubles  magnify; 
Not  the  watchword  of  "  I  can't/' 

But  the  nobler  one,  "  I'll  try." 

Do  whatever  you  have  to  do 
With  a  true  and  earnest  zeal ; 

Bend  your  sinews  to  the  task, 
Put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel. 

Though  your  duty  may  be  hard, 

Look  not  on  it  as  an  ill ; 
If  it  be  an  honest  task, 

Do  it  with  an  honest  will. 

In  the  workshop,  on  the  farm, 
At  the  desk,  where'er  you  be, 

From  your  future  efforts,  boys, 
Comes  a  nation's  destiny. 

ANONYMOUS 
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BRAVE  AND  TRUE 

Whatever  you  are,  be  brave,  boys ! 
The  liar's  a  coward  and  slave,  boys! 

Though  clever  at  ruses, 

And  sharp  at  excuses, 
He's  a  sneaking  and  pitiful  knave,  boys! 

Whatever  you  are,  be  frank,  boys! 
'Tis  better  than  money  and  rank,  boys ! 

Still  cleave  to  the  right, 

Be  lovers  of  light, 
Be  open,  aboveboard,  and  frank,  boys ! 

Whatever  you  are,  be  kind,  boys ! 
Be  gentle  in  manner  and  mind,  boys ! 

The  man  gentle  in  mien, 

Words  and  temper,  I  ween, 
Is  the  gentleman  truly  refined,  boys! 

Whatever  you  are,  be  true,  boys! 

Be  visible  through  and  through,  boys ! 
Leave  to  others  the  shamming, 
The  "  greening  "  and  "  cramming," 

In  fun  and  in  earnest,  be  true,  boys ! 

HENRY  DOWNTON 
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THE  TWO  ROADS 

Where  two  ways  meet,  the  children  stand, 
A  fair,  broad  road  on  either  hand ; 
One  leads  to  Right,  and  one  to  Wrong ; 
So  runs  the  song. 

Which  will  you  choose,  each  lass  and  lad  ? 
The  right  or  left,  the  good  or  bad? 
One  leads  to  Right,  and  one  to  Wrong; 
So  runs  the  song. 

ANONYMOUS 
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I  CAN'T 

Pay  goodly  heed,  all  ye  that  read, 
And  beware  of  saying,  "  I  can't " ; 

'Tis  a  cowardly  word,  and  apt  to  lead 
To  idleness,  folly,  and  want. 

Whenever  you  feel  the  least  despair, 

And  you  feel  that  you  must  fail, 
Con  over  this  strain,  "  I'll  try  it  again/' 

And  at  last  you  will  prevail. 

ANONYMOUS 
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FIVE  THINGS  OBSERVE 

If  you  your  lips 

Would  keep  from  slips, 

Five  things  observe  with  care: 

Of  whom  you  speak, 

To  whom  you  speak, 

And  how,  and  when,  and  where. 

If  you  your  ears 
Would  save  from  jeers, 
These  things  keep  mildly  hid : 
"  Myself  "  and  "  I," 
And  "  mine  "  and  "  my," 
And  how  "  I  do  "  or  "  did." 

ANONYMOUS 
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NEVER  SAY  FAIL 

In  life's  rosy  morning, 

In  manhood's  pride, 
Let  this  be  your  motto 

Your  footsteps  to  guide: 
In  storms  and  in  sunshine, 

Whatever  assail, 
We'll  onward  and  conquer, 

And  never  say  fail. 

ANONYMOUS 

26 
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DO  YOU  KNOW  HOW  MANY  STARS? 

Do  you  know  how  many  stars 
There  are  shining  in  the  sky? 

Do  you  know  how  many  clouds 
Every  day  go  floating  by  ? 

God  in  Heaven  has  counted  all, 

He  would  miss  one  should  it  fall. 

Do  you  know  how  many  children 

Go  to  little  beds  at  night, 
And  without  a  care  or  sorrow, 

Wake  up  in  the  morning  light  ? 
God  in  Heaven  each  name  can  tell, 
Knows  you,  too,  and  knows  you  well. 

ANONYMOUS 
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SPEAK  THE  TRUTH 

Speak  the  truth! 

Speak  it  boldly,  never  fear; 

Speak  it  so  that  all  may  hear; 

In  the  end  it  shall  appear 

Truth  is  best  in  age  and  youth ; 

Speak  the  truth ! 

ANONYMOUS 
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DO  RIGHT 

Do  what  conscience  says  is  right; 

Do  what  reason  says  is  best; 
Do  with  all  your  mind  and  might; 

Do  your  duty  and  be  blest. 

ANONYMOUS 
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TRUST 

Build  a  little  fence  of  trust 

Around  to-day; 
Fill  the  space  with  loving  work, 

And  therein  stay; 
Look  not  through  the  sheltering  bars 

Upon  to-morrow; 
God  will  help  thee  bear  what  comes 

Of  joy  or  sorrow. 

MARY  FRANCES  BUTTS 
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THE  BIRD'S  SONG 

Listen,  my  boy,  I've  a  word  for  you ; 
And  this  is  the  word :     Be  true !  be  true ! 
At  work  or  at  play,  in  darkness  or  light, 
Be  true,  be  true,  and  stand  for  the  right. 

'List,  little  girl,  I've  a  word  for  you ; 
'Tis  the  very  same :     Be  true !  be  true ! 
For  truth  is  the  sun  and  falsehood  the  night ; 
Be  true,  little  maid,  and  stand  for  the  right. 

ANONYMOUS 

231 

A  GOOD  NAME 

Faithful  boys  make  faithful  men; 
In  all  things  do  your  best,  and  then 
You'll  have  a  name,  when  you  are  old, 
Worth  more  to  you  than  shining  gold. 

ANONYMOUS 
232 

FOUR  W'S 

Whoever  you  are,  be  noble ; 

Whatever  you  do,  do  well; 
Whenever  you   speak,   speak  kindly; 

Give  joy  wherever  you  dwell. 

ANONYMOUS 
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DO  YOUR  BEST 

If  you're  told  to  do  a  thing, 

And  mean  to  do  it  really, 
Never  let  it  be  by  halves; 

Do  it  fully,  freely. 

ANONYMOUS 
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IF  I  WERE  YOU 

If  I  were  you,  and  went  to  school, 
I'd  never  break  the  smallest  rule ; 
And  it  should  be  my  teacher's  joy 
To  say  she  had  no  better  boy. 

And  'twould  be  true, 

If  I  were  you. 

If  I  were  you,  I'd  always  tell 
The  truth,  no  matter  what  befell ; 
For  two  things  only  I  despise — 
A  coward  heart  and  telling  lies; 

And  you  would,  too, 

If  I  were  you. 

ANONYMOUS 


MEMORY  GEMS 


Let    us    read    some    striking   passage, 

Cull  a  verse  from  every  page; 
Here  a  line  and  there  a  sentence, 

'Gainst  the  lonely  time  of  age. 
At  our  work  or  by  the  wayside, 

While  the  sunshine's  making  hay; 
Thus  we  may,  by  help  of  study, 

Learn  a  little  every  day. 

ANONYMOUS 

All  that  is  wise  has  been  thought  already;  we  must  try, 
however,  to  think  it  again.  GOETHE 
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GOD 

Merciful  and  gracious  is  the  Lord ;  long-suffering 
and  full  of  kindness.  PSALM  cm.  8 

God  hath  sown  His  name  on  the  heavens  in  glit- 
tering stars,  but  upon  earth  He  planteth  His  name 
by  tender  flowers.  JEAN  PAUL  RICHTER 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea; 
There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice 

Which  is  more  than  liberty. 
For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind, 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

F.  W.  FABER 

Nothing  is  superior  to  God;  He  must,  therefore, 
govern  the  world.  God  is  subject  to  no  principle 
of  nature ;  therefore  He  rules  the  whole  of  nature. 

CICERO 

This  God,  absolute  Master  of  Earth  and  Heaven 
< — the  Eternal  is  His  name,  the  world  is  His  work; 
He  hears  the  sigh  of  the  lowly  who  is  outraged, 
judges  all  men  with  equal  laws,  and  from  His  high 
throne  questions  kings.  .  RACINE 

If  you  wish  to  behold  God,  you  may  see  Him  in 
every  object  round;  search  in  your  breast,  and  you 
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will  find  Him  there ;  and  if  you  do  not  yet  perceive 
where  He  dwells,  confute  me,  if  you  can,  and  say 
He  is  not.  METASTASIO 

The  God  who  created  these  fair  heavens  with  the 
same  facility  as  yon  green  sapling;  He  who  has  be- 
stowed on  man  a  life  of  toil,  of  transient  joys  and 
fleeting  pains — He,  He  is  one  only  God!  His 
mighty  name  is  Jehovah !  Earth's  Creator  and 
Judge !  adored  by  Adam,  first  of  men,- — by  Adam's 
sons,  and  then  by  Abraham,  our  father. 

KLOPSTOCK 

God  is  where  the  sun  glows;  God  is  where  the 
violet  blooms ;  God  is  where  yon  bird  is  flapping  its 
wings;  God  is  where  this  worm  is  moving;  though 
no  friend  be  with  thee,  fear  nothing!  Thy  God  is 
here.  ENGEL 

So  long  as  the  word  "  God  "  endures  in  a  lan- 
guage, will  it  direct  the  eyes  of  men  upward. 

JEAN  PAUL  RICHTER 

Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy 

yOUth.  ECCLESIASTES  XII.    I 

To  pious  minds  each  verdant  leaf  displays 
A  volume  teeming  with  th'Almighty's  praise. 

FROM  THE  ARABIC 

God  asks  not  "To  what  sect  did  he  belong?" 
But  "  Did  he  do  the  right  or  love  the  wrong?  " 

FROM  THE  ARABIC 
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God  is  attracting  our  regard  in  and  through  all 
things.  Every  flower  is  a  hint  of  His  beauty,  every 
grain  of  wheat  is  a  token  of  His  beneficence,  every 
atom  of  dust  is  a  revelation  of  His  power. 

W.  H.  FURNESS 

The  infinity  of  God  is  not  mysterious,  it  is  only 
unfathomable — not  concealed,  but  incomprehensible. 
It  is  a  clear  infinity — the  darkness  of  the  pure,  un- 
searchable sea.  JOHN  RUSKIN 

Know  that  thou  art  always  in  God's  presence. 

THE  TALMUD 

Reverence  of  God  is  the  basis  of  morality. 

THE  TALMUD 

Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  pass, 
But  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

SHAKESPEARE 

The  highest  perfection  of  human  reason  is  to 
know  that  there  is  an  infinity  beyond  its  reason. 

PASCAL 

Whatever  God  does  is  done  for  our  good. 

THE  TALMUD 

"  Before  me,"  said  the  Lord,  "  there  is  no  differ- 
ence between  Jew  and  Gentile;  him  that  accom- 
plishes good  will  I  reward  accordingly." 

THE  TALMUD 
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OUR  PARENTS 

God,  your  father,  and  your  mother, — 
They  have  each  a  share  in  you; 
If  you  pay  to  both  your  parents 
That  respect  which  is  their  due, 
Then  together  with  your  parents 
God  considers  He  doth  dwell, 
And  by  honoring  your  parents, 
You  do  honor  God  as  well. 

THE  TALMUD 

Even  though  wronged,  treat  not  with  disrespect 
Thy  father,  mother,  teacher,  elder  brother. 

CODE  OF  MANU 
[Hindu,  about  1280  B.  C.  E.] 

Think  constantly,  O  son,  how  thou  mayst  please 
The  father,  mother,  teacher — these  obey. 
By  deep  devotion  seek  thy  debt  to  pay. 
This  is  thy  highest  duty  and  religion. 

CODE  OF  MANU 

Where  the  children   honor  their  parents,   there 
God  dwells,  there  He  is  honored. 

THE  TALMUD 

The  honor  and  reverence  due  to  parents  are  equal 
to  the  honor  and  reverence  due  to  God. 

THE  TALMUD 

"  Respect  your  parents  as  you  respect  Me,"  says 

God.  THE  TALMUD 
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OUR  NEIGHBORS 

Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself. 

LEVITICUS  xix.  18 

Thus  hath  said  the  Lord  of  hosts,  saying,  Execute 
true  justice,  and  show  kindness  and  mercy  every 
man  to  his  brother.  ZECHARIAH  vn.  9. 

If  thine  enemy  be  hungry,  give  him  bread  to  eat, 
and  if  he  be  thirsty,  give  him  water  to  drink ; 

For  though  thou  gatherest  coals  of  fire  upon  his 
head,  yet  will  the  Lord  repay  it  unto  you. 

PROVERBS  XXV.  21-22       ' 

Praise  your  neighbor  behind  his  back,  not  before 
his  face.  THE  TALMUD 

What  is  hateful  to  thee,  do  not  unto  thy  neighbor. 
This  is  the  whole  Law ;  the  rest  is  but  commentary. 

HILLEL 

Wound  not  another,  though  by  him  provoked; 

Do  no  one  injury  by  word  or  deed ; 

Utter  no  word  to  pain  thy  fdlow-creatures. 

CODE  OF  MANU 

This  is  the  sum  of  true  righteousness — 
Treat  others  as  thou  wouldst  thyself  be  treated. 
Do  nothing  to  thy  neighbor  which  hereafter 
Thou  wouldst  not  have  thy  neighbor  do  to  thee. 
In  causing  pleasure  or  in  giving  pain, 
In  doing  good  or  injury  to  others, 
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In  granting  or  refusing  a  request, 

A  man  obtains  a  proper  rule  of  action 

By  looking  on  his  neighbor  as  himself. 

THE  MAHA-BHARATA 
[Hindu,  about  500  B.  C.  E.] 

Be  slow  in  choosing  a  friend,  and  slower  to 
change  him;  courteous  to  all;  intimate  with  few; 
slight  ho  man  for  his  poverty,  nor  esteem  any  man 
for  his  wealth.  ANONYMOUS 

He  who  raises  a  hand  against  a  fellow-man,  even 
if  he  injure  him  not,  is  called  wicked. 

THE  TALMUD 

Judge  not  thy  neighbor  till  thou  hast  been  placed 
in  his  position.  THE  TALMUD 

Judge  charitably  every  man  and  justify  him  all 
you  can.  THE  TALMUD 

Man  sees  the  mote  in  his  neighbor's  eye,  but  sees 
not  the  beam  in  his  own.  THE  TALMUD 

He's  true  to  God  who's  true  to  man ; 

Wherever  wrong  is  done 
To  the  humblest  and  the  weakest 

'Neath  the  all-beholding  sun, 
That  wrong  is  also  done  to  us, 

And  they  are  slaves  most  base, 
Whose  love  of  right  is  for  themselves, 

And  not  for  all  their  race. 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL 
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OURSELVES 

This  is  the  word :     "  Someone  hath  need  of  thee." 
Someone,  or  who  or  where,  I  do  not  know ; 

Knowest  thou  not?     Then  seek;  make  no  delay! 
And  thou  shalt  find,  in  land  of  sun  or  snow, 

Who  waits  thee,  little  child  or  pilgrim  grey; 
For,  since  God  keeps  thee  in  His  world  below, 

Someone  hath  need  of  thee,  somewhere,  to-day. 

DOWD 

So  teach  us  to  number  our  days  that  we  may 
apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom.  PSALM  xc.  12 

We  all  complain  of  the  shortness  of  time,  and  yet 
have  more  than  we  know  what  to  do  with.  Our 
lives  are  spent  either  in  doing  nothing  at  all,  or  in 
doing  nothing  to  the  purpose,  or  in  doing  nothing 
that  we  ought  to  do;  we  are  always  complaining 
that  our  days  are  few,  and  acting  as  though  there 
were  to  be  no  end  of  time.  SENECA 

Do  good,  and  leave  behind  you  a  monument  of 
virtue  that  the  storms  of  time  can  never  destroy. 
Write  your  name  in  kindness,  love,  and  mercy  on 
the  hearts  of  the  thousands  you  come  in  contact 
with  year  by  year;  you  will  never  be  forgotten. 
No,  your  name,  your  deeds,  will  be  as  legible  on  the 
hearts  you  leave  behind  as  the  stars  on  the  bow  of 
the  evening.  Good  deeds  will  shine  as  the  stars  of 
heaven.  CHALMERS 

Live  with  men  as  if  God  saw  you.  SENECA 
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Any  man  may  commit  a  mistake,  but  only  a  fool 
will  continue  in  it.  CICERO 

Four  things  a  man  must  learn  to  do 
If  he  would  make  his  record  true : 
To  think  without  confusion,  clearly; 
To  love  his  fellow-men  sincerely ; 
To  act  from  honest  motives  surely; 
To  trust  in  God  and  Heaven  securely. 

HENRY  VAN  DYKE 

Be  good,  sweet  maid,  and  let  who  will  be  clever ; 
Do  noble  things,  not  dream  them  all  day  long: 
And  so  make  life,  death  and  that  vast  forever 
One  grand,  sweet  song. 

CHARLES  KINGSLEY 

'Tis  no  doubt  pleasant 
Ourselves  with  our  own  selves  to  occupy, 
Were  but  the  profit  equal  to  the  pleasure. 
Inwardly  no  man  can  his  inmost  self 
Discern;  the  gauge  that  from  himself  he  takes 
Measures  him  now  too  small  and  now  too  great. 
Only  in  man  man  knows  himself,  and  only 
Life  teaches  man  what  each  man  is  worth. 

GOETHE 

It  is  not  by  regretting  what  is  irreparable  that 
true  work  is  to  be  done,  but  by  making  the  best  of 
what  we  are.  It  is  not  by  complaining  that  we  have 
not  the  right  tools,  but  by  using  well  the  tools  we 
have.  ROBERTSON 


OURSELVES  417 

Hear  sixty  advisers,  but  be  guided  by  your  own 
convictions.  THE  TALMUD 

First  correct  thyself,  then  correct  others. 

THE  TALMUD 

As  a  tree  is  known  by  its  fruit,  so  man  by  his 

WOrks.  THE  TALMUD 

Help  the  weak,  if  you  are  strong; 
Love  the  old,  if  you  are  young; 
Own  a  fault,  if  you  are  wrong ; 
If  you're  angry,  hold  your  tongue. 
In  each  duty 
Lies  a  beauty 

If  your  eyes  you  do  not  shut, 
Just  as  surely 
And  securely 
As  a  kernel  in  a  nut. 

ANONYMOUS 

Let  each  man  think  himself  an  act  of  God ; 
His  mind  a  thought,  his  life  a  breath  of  God ; 
And  let  each  try,  by  great  thoughts  and  good  deeds, 
To  show  the  most  of  Heaven  he  hath  in  him. 

BAILEY 

He  who  sees  his  own  faults  is  too  much  occupied 
to  see  the  faults  of  others.  THE  TALMUD 

How  may  a  man  obtain  greatness?     By  fidelity, 
truth,  and  lofty  thoughts.  THE  TALMUD 
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The  most  worthy  crown  is  a  good  reputation. 

THE  TALMUD 

I  hold  this  thing  to  be  grandly  true, 

That  a  noble  deed  is  a  step  towards  God — 
Lifting  the  soul  from  the  common  clod 

To  a  purer  air  and  a  broader  view. 

J.   G.    HOLLAND 

No  time  is  thine  but  the  present.  The  time  gone 
is  no  more;  the  time  to  come  may  find  thee  gone 
when  it  comes.  ANONYMOUS 

The  righteous  need  no  monuments.  Their  deeds 
are  their  monuments.  THE  TALMUD 

The  wiser  the  man,  the  more  careful  he  should  be 
of  his  conduct.  THE  TALMUD 

For  blessings  always  wait  on  virtuous  deeds, 
And  though  a  late,  a  sure  reward  succeeds. 

CONGREVE 

Who  is  the  honest  man? 

He  that  doth  still  and  strongly  good  pursue, 
To  God,  his  neighbor,  and  himself  most  true ; 

Whom  neither  force  nor  fawning  can 

Unpin,  or  wrench  from  giving  all  their  due. 

GEORGE  HERBERT 

Be  always  sincere  in  your  yea  and  nay. 

THE  TALMUD 

Teach  thy  tongue  to  say,  "  I  do  not  know." 

THE  TALMUD 
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Better  no  ear  at  all  than  one  that  listeneth  to  evil. 

THE  TALMUD 

Guard   thy   mouth    from    uttering   an    unseemly 

WOrd.  THE  TALMUD 

He  who  does  his  best,  however  little,  is  always  to 
be  distinguished  from  the  man  who  does  nothing. 

ANONYMOUS 

He  who  reigns  within  himself,  and  rules  passions, 
desires,  and  fears,  is  more  than  a  king. 

ANONYMOUS 

He  who  shuts  his  eyes  repining 

When  a  shadow  dims  the  day, 
May  not  see  the  sunlight  shining 

When  the  cloud  has  passed  away. 
Only  when  the  clouds  are  cloven 

By  the  tempest  passing  by, 
Is  the  rain  with  sunshine  woven — 

Then  the  rainbow  spans  the  sky. 

ANONYMOUS 

Our  grand  business  is,  not  to  see  what  lies  dimly 
at  a  distance,  but  to  do  what  lies  closely  at  hand. 

THOMAS  CARLYLE 

Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wise; 
To-morrow's  sun  for  thee  may  never  rise. 

CONGREVE 

Rest  satisfied  with  doing  well,  and  leave  others  to 
talk  of  you  as  they  please.  PYTHAGORAS 
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Be  your  character  what  it  will,  it  will  be  known, 
and  nobody  will  take  it  upon  your  word. 

CHESTERFIELD 


ANGER 

Anger  profiteth  nobody.  THE  TALMUD 

Avoid  anger  and  thou  wilt  not  sin. 

THE  TALMUD 

When  the  wise  is  angry,  he  is  wise  no  longer. 

THE  TALMUD 

E'en  as  a  driver  checks  his  restive  steeds, 

Do  thou,  if  thou  art  wise,  restrain  thy  passions. 

CODE  OF  MANU 

THE  BIBLE 

The  Bible  contains  more  sublimity,  more  ex- 
quisite beauty,  more  pure  morality,  more  important 
history,  and  finer  strains  of  poetry  and  eloquence, 
than  can  be  collected  from  all  other  books,  in  what- 
ever age  or  language  they  have  been  written. 

SIR  WILLIAM  JONES 

CHARITY 

Withhold  not  a  benefit  from  him  who  is  deserving 
of  it,  when  it  is  in  the  power  of  thy  hand  to  do  it. 

PROVERBS  III.  27 
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He  that  hath  pity  on  the  poor  lendeth  to  the  Lord. 

PROVERBS  xix.  17 

Charity  is  the  salt  of  riches.  THE  TALMUD 

Charity  is  the  greatest  virtue.          THE  TALMUD 
Good  deeds  are  better  than  creeds. 

THE  TALMUD 

He  who  gives  charity  in  secret  is  greater  than 

Moses.  THE  TALMUD 

Our  kindly  deeds  and  our  generous  gifts  go  to 
Heaven  as  messengers,  and  plead  for  us  before  our 
Heavenly  Father.  THE  TALMUD 

The  merit  of  charitable  works  is  in  proportion  to 
the  grace  with  which  they  are  practiced. 

THE  TALMUD 

The  noblest  of  all  charities  is  in  enabling  the 
poor  to  earn  a  livelihood.  THE  TALMUD 

It  is  our  duty  to  relieve  the  poor  and  the  needy, 
to  visit  the  sick  and  bury  the  dead  without  dis- 
tinction of  race  or  creed.  THE  TALMUD 

Every  good  deed  is  charity.  Giving  water  to  the 
thirsty  is  charity ;  putting  a  wanderer  in  the  right 
path  is  charity ;  removing  stones  and  thorns  from 
the  road  is  charity.  Our  true  wealth  is  the  good 
we  do.  When  one  dies,  men  ask  what  property  he 
left  behind  him,  but  angels  ask  what  good  deeds  he 
sent  before  him.  ANONYMOUS 
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CONSCIENCE 

Alas,  that  we  should  be  so  unwilling  to  listen  to 
the  still  and  holy  yearnings  of  the  heart!  God 
whispers  quite  softly  in  our  breast ;  softly,  yet  audi- 
bly; tells  us  what  we  ought  to  seek  and  what  to 
shun.  GOETHE 

Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within, 
Heard  through  Gain's  silence  and  o'er  Glory's  din. 
Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God. 

LORD  BYRON 


CONTENTMENT 

Help  somebody  worse  off  than  yourself,  and  you 
will  find  you  are  better  off  than  you  fancied. 

ANONYMOUS 

Better  is  a  little  with  righteousness  than  great  in- 
comes with  injustice.  PROVERBS  xvi.  8 

Little  is  much,  if  the  heart  be  but  turned  toward 
Heaven.  THE  TALMUD 

Who  is  rich?     He  who  is  satisfied  with  his  lot. 

THE  TALMUD 

Drink  not  from  one  cup  with  thine  eye  fastened 
on  another.  THE  TALMUD 
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Grasp  at  a  little  and  you  may  secure  it ;  grasp  too 
much  and  you  will  lose  everything. 

THE  TALMUD 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happiest  he, 
Whose  quiet  mind  from  vain  desires  is  free ; 
Whom  neither  hopes  deceive,  nor  fears  torment, 
But  lives  at  peace,  within  himself  content ; 
In  thought  or  act  accountable  to  none 
But  to  himself  and  to  his  God  alone. 

GRANVILLE 


DECEIT 
He  who  deceives  his  neighbor  would  also  deceive 

his  God.  THE  TALMUD 

Truth  lasts  forever,  but  falsehood  must  vanish. 

THE  TALMUD 

This  is  the  punishment  of  the  liar,  that  when  he 
tells  the  truth  nobody  believes  him. 

THE  TALMUD 
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Example  is  stronger  than  precept;  a  good  man's 
life  often  teaches  more  than  his  words. 

ANONYMOUS 

No  man   is   so   insignificant   as   to   be   sure   his 
example  can  do  no  hurt.  LORD  CLARENDON 
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Actions  speak  louder  than  words. 

THE  TALMUD 

Judge  a  man  by  his  deeds,  not  by  his  words. 

THE  TALMUD 

Associate  not  with  the  wicked  man,  even  if  thou 
canst  learn  from  him.  THE  TALMUD 

Beautiful   are   the   admonitions   of  those   whose 
lives  accord  with  their  teachings. 

THE  TALMUD 

Let  every  man  watch  his  own  doings  that  he  may 
be  an  example  to  his  fellow-men  through  life. 

THE  TALMUD 

When  the  righteous  die,  they  live;  for  their  ex- 
ample lives.  THE  TALMUD 

The  wise  ought  not  to  trust  the  oaths  of  men, 
but  always  their  deeds.  ALEXIS 

Great  truths  are  portions  of  the  soul  of  man ; 

Great  souls  are  portions  of  eternity; 
Each  drop  of  blood  that  e'er  through  true  heart  ran 

With  lofty  message,  ran  for  you  and  me ; 
For  God's  law,  since  the  starry  song  began, 

Hath  been,  and  still  forevermore  must  be, 
That  every  deed  which  shall  outlast  Life's  span 

Must  goad  the  soul  to  be  erect  and  free. 

JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL 
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FRIENDSHIP 
To  have  no  faithful  friends  is  worse  than  death. 

THE  TALMUD 

Thine    own    deeds    make   thy    friends    or    thine 
enemies.  THE  TALMUD 

One  enemy  is  too  many;  a  thousand  friends  are 
not  too  many.  THE  TALMUD 

HUMILITY 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow,  for  thou  knowest 
not  what  a  day  may  bring  forth. 

PROVERBS  XXVII.    I 

Let  another  man  praise  thee,  and  not  thine  own 
mouth;  a  stranger,  and  not  thine  own  lips. 

PROVERBS  XXVII.  2 

Pride  not  thyself  on  thy  religious  works; 
Give  to  the  poor,  but  talk  not  of  thy  gifts. 
By  pride,  religious  merit  melts  away, 
The  merit  of  thy  alms  by  ostentation. 

CODE  OF  MANU 

THE  JEWISH  RACE 

By  three  distinctive  signs  we  trace 
The  members  of  the  Jewish  race : — 
A  tender  heart,  self-reverence, 
And  practical  benevolence. 

THE  TALMUD 
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KINDNESS 

A  soft  answer  turneth  away  wrath,  but  grievous 
words  stir  up  anger.  PROVERBS  xv.  i 

Kindness  is  wisdom.     There  is  none  in  life  but 
needs  it.  BAILEY 

Kjndness — a  language  which  the  dumb  can  speak 
and  the  deaf  can  understand.  BOVER 

Small  service  is  true  service  while  it  lasts ; 

Of  friends,  however  humble,  spurn  not  one; 
The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 

Protects  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sun. 

WORDSWORTH 

Speak  gently!     Tis  a  little  thing 
Dropped  in  the  heart's  deep  well ; 

The  good,  the  joy  that  it  may  bring, 
Eternity  shall  tell. 

HANGFORD 

A  kindly  act  is  a  kernel  sown 

That  will  grow  to  a  goodly  tree, 
Shedding  its  fruit,  when  Time  has  flown, 

Down  the  gulf  of  Eternity. 

JOHN  BOYLE  O'REILLY 

From  beginning  to  end,  God's  law.  teaches  kind- 
ness. THE  TALMUD 
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KNOWLEDGE 

As  land  is  improved  by  sowing  it  with  various 
seeds,  so  is  the  mind  by  exercising  it  with  various 
studies.  PLINY 

Learn  a  little  here  and  there,  and  you  will  increase 
in  knowledge.  .  THE  TALMUD 

If  a  man  has  knowledge,  he  has  all  things;  if  he 
has  no  knowledge,  he  has  nothing. 

THE  TALMUD 

Knowledge  without  religion  blesses  not  its  pos- 
sessor. THE  TALMUD 

"  Repeat,"  "  repeat,"  that  is  the  best  medicine  for 
memory.  THE  TALMUD 

MERCY 

Do  not  put  a  greater  burden  upon  thy  beast  than 
it  can  bear.  THE  TALMUD 

To  have  compassion  upon  animals  is  one  of  the 
laws  of  Moses.  THE  TALMUD 

He  who  has  no  mercy  upon  animals  shall  himself 
suffer  pain.  THE  TALMUD 

It  is  sinful  to  hate,  but  noble  to  pardon. 

THE  TALMUD 
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To  deserve  mercy,  practice  mercy. 

THE  TALMUD 

The  mercy  we  to  others  show,  Heaven  will  show 

tO  US.  THE  TALMUD 

He  who  judges  without  mercy  will  himself  be 

judged.  THE   TALMUD 

He   who  has   compassion   on   his   fellow-men   is 
accounted  of  the  true  seed  of  Abraham. 

THE  TALMUD 


PEACE 
The  Bible  was  given  to  establish  peace. 

THE  TALMUD 

Be  the  first  to  hold  out  the  hand  of  peace. 

THE  TALMUD 

Be  a  disciple  of  Aaron,  loving  peace  and  pursuing 
peace.  THE  TALMUD 

He  who  maketh  peace  among  strivers  will  inherit 
eternal  life.  THE  TALMUD 

When  two  men  quarrel,  he  who  is  first  silent  is 
the  better  man.  THE  TALMUD 
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PRAYER 
Always  pray  with  humility  and  a  clear  conscience. 

THE  TALMUD 

Better  little  prayer  with  devotion  than  much  with- 
out devotion,  for  the  value  of  the  words  uttered 
with  the  lips  is  determined  by  the  devotion  of  the 
heart.  THE  TALMUD 

To  pray  loudly  is  not  a  necessity  of  devotion; 
when  we  pray  we  must  direct  our  hearts  towards 
heaven.  THE  TALMUD 

He  prayeth  well  who  loveth  well 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 
He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best 
All  things  both  great  and  small, 
For  the  great  God  who  loveth  me, 
He  made  and  loveth  all. 

COLERIDGE 


RELIGION 

The  consciousness  of  God's  presence  is  the  first 
principle  of  religion.  THE  TALMUD 


REPARATION 

What  has  been  done  amiss  should  be  undone  as 
far  as  possible.  CHALMERS 
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RESIGNATION 

A  man  should  say,  howe'er  distressed, 
"  All  God  has  done  is  for  the  best." 

THE  TALMUD 

„  All's  for  the  best,  if  a  man  would  but  know  it ; 

Providence  wishes  us  all  to  be  blest ; 
This  is  no  dream  of  the  pundit  or  poet, — 
Heaven  is  gracious,  and  all's  for  the  best 

ANONYMOUS 


REVENGE 

He  that  studieth  revenge  keepeth  his  own  wounds 
green.  BACON 


THE  SABBATH 

The  Sabbath  is  the  golden  clasp  which  binds  to- 
gether the  volume  of  the  week.          LONGFELLOW 

The  Sabbath  is  given  to  man,  not  man  to  the 
Sabbath.  THE  TALMUD 


TEMPTATION  43 1 


SIN 

Consider  three  things,  and  thou  wilt  never  fall 
into  sin:  remember  that  there  is  above  thee  an  All- 
Seeing  Eye,  an  All-Hearing  Ear,  and  a  record  of  all 
thy  actions.  THE  TALMUD 

Commit  a  sin  twice,  and  you  will  think  it  per- 
fectly allowable.  THE  TALMUD 

Sinful  thoughts  are  even  more  dangerous  than 
sin  itself.  THE  TALMUD 

Nip  sin  in  the  bud.  It  is  easier  blowing  out  a 
candle  than  a  house  on  fire.  ANONYMOUS 

The  Day  of  Atonement  is  given  for  the  expiation 
of  sins  committed  against  God;  but  the  Day  of 
Atonement  will  not  expiate  sins  committed  against 
a  fellow-man,  unless  the  offender  has  asked  pardon 
of  the  one  offended.  THE  TALMUD 


TEMPTATION 
Happy  the  man  who  resists  his  temptations. 

THE  TALMUD 

The   study  of   God's  word  is  the  only  antidote 
against  temptation.  THE  TALMUD 
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THE  WORLD 

God's  world  is  bathed  in  beauty, 
God's  world  is  steeped  in  light; 

It  is  the  selfsame  glory 

That  makes  the  day  so  bright, 

Which  thrills  the  souls  with  music, 
Or  hangs  the  stars  in  night. 

ANONYMOUS 

Nature  has  many  perfections,  to  show  that  it  is 
an  image  of  the  Deity,  and  it  has  defects,  to  show 
that  it  is  but  an  image.  PASCAL. 
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